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CALIFORNIA. 


OUR ORLEANS VINEYARD, 


Situated in the Foothills of Yolo County, consists of 3¢ 


acres of the choicest vines from the Bordeaux, Chan 


Fine Table 
Wines S 


a pagne, Burgundy, and Rhine Wine districts. Its fine 
ted Orleans productions are Zinfandel Claret, Orleans Riesling, 
Vineyard. a 
© Burgundy, and Hock Wines. 
Producers of Is produced by fermentation in the bottle, of over two 
years’ duration, and derives its recognized high grade 


=] 5 5 
VE BSE from an experienced blending together of the 


finest and most delicate wines made in California. 


& CHAMPACNE, \hile it has no superior, and but few equals, IT 1S THE 
530 Washington St. 
: Sea en ee BUREST CHAMPAGNE IN THE WORLD! ! 


. : PERFECTION. 
Danichett Kid Gloves, sis cissi°eenu. 


CORNER POST. 








1ER-JOUEp 
pEn® “special? © Co 


Select Styles. 


MEUSSDOREFER 


a; ome 


,  HUBNER, 
8 Kearny Street. 


CHOICE GOODS. 
MODERATE PRICES 


Ep os E. THE 
ERNAY cHampac® KNABE sest Piano 


ON EARTH! 


W. B. CHAPMAN THE CELEBRATED 
Haines Bros., the Briggs, PIANOS 
the Gilbert, and other ’ 


SOLE AGENT FOR THE PACIFIC COAST, 





123 CALIFORNIA ST. A. L. BANCROFT & CO. 


132 Post Street, San Francisco, Cal. 





ez For Sale by all First-Class Wine Merchants & Grocers SOLE AGENCY. GB Note the Address. 











—— 
Gas histones Ke se OK 


you have occasion to fit up a H 
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yr ) K, OF 





you cannot obtain full pleasure in 





the result without you obtain true Vork in Metal. And 
the the the M the 
the are each today a 


if you entrust the the 


and the to the old and reliable 

house of Ea: Zo: fo-% 7 

Tuomas Dave W19222-Sutterst 
) ; LY for [\) Le. | 

| PTante-éc: 


The Celebrated ; and th Gas Machines. 


BAKER & HAMILTON, 


Hardware ald Agrictliral Implements. 


AGENTS FOR BENICIA AGRICULTURAL WORKS. 


A full line of Implements—the best to be had. 


SHELF AND HEAVY HARDWARE. 


San Francisco and Sacramento. 


vevaing Union Underwear. | BOOKS! BOOKS!! BOOKS!!! 


MK. M. H. OBER, 
332 Sutter Stree, 











ABOVE KEARNY STREET. 











FOR 


THE HOLIDAYS. 


Fine Art Juvenile Books, 
Standard Books in Fine Bindings. 


CALENDARS FOR 1889. 


CHRISTMAS CARDS. 


All the New Designs for the Season 


JNO. N. PHILAN, 2I! Sutter St. 


San Francisco, Cala. 








The First National Bank 
OF SAN FRANCISCO, CAL, 
Established 1870, 
UNITED STATES DEPOSITARY. 
CAPITAL STOCK PAID UP, $1,500,000. 


SURPLUS, - - $300,000 
UNDIVIDED PROFITS, 152974 452,974. 


DIRECTORS: 
8. G. MurPHY, JAMES MoFFIT’ D. CALLAGHAN, 
Gro. A. Low JAMES M. DONAHUE, JAMES D. PHELAN 
N. VAN BERGEN, Jas. H, JENNINGS J. A. HOOPER 
PRESIDEN’ 8S. G. MURPHY 
VICE-PRESIDENT JAMES MOFFITT 
CASHIER Kk. D. MORGAN 
Ass'T CASHIER GEO. W. KLINE 
Transacts a general banking business. Issues Commercial 
and Travelers’ Credits. Buys and Setis Exchange on London, 
Doblin, Paris—the principal cities of Germany and the United 


States. Collections made and prompt returns rendered at 
market rates of exchange 








MATTHIAS GRAY CO. 4) 


206 POST ST.., SAN FRANCISCO. 


General Agents for 


Kranich & Bach Pianos, 
Ernst Gabler Pianos, 
C. Roenisch Pianos, 
C. D. Pease Pianos, 


In porters of American and |] oreign 
Band Instruments, Accordeons, Violins, Guitars 
Sheet Music, Books, Etc., Ete. 





To INVESTORS AND TO Home SEEKERS. 


I control some of the very best invest- 
ment properties in California, Oregon and Wash- 


ington Territory. 


I have some of the cheapest and most fertile 





lands on the Pacitic Coast for sale on very easy 


|} terms. 


eee yl E. B I R G EK — 


SAFE DEPOSI 


Corner Montgomery and California Sts. 


SAN FRANCISCO. 


T BUILLDING, 








RINTING 


BACON & COMPANY, 


; Goop SATISFACTION IN QOUALITY AND PRICE ' 





PROCURED FROM 


5OR8 CLAY STREET, 





-. 


Print “THE OVERLAND. 





JOSEPH A. HOFMANN, 


BOOKSELLER AND STATIONER, 


208 MONTGOMERY STREET 


A large stock of FINE ILLUSTRATED HOLIDAY GIFT 
BOOKS, JUVENILI BOOKS ime nse ASSOr 


CHRISTMAS CARDS, from ONE CENT to ?10.00 





CHILION BEACH, 


Books & Fine Stationery, 
107 MONTCOMERY STREET, 


Opposite OcctpenTat Horet, San FRANCIS 








Monograms and Crests Artistically Designed and 
Engraved. New Books. The iatest Styles of Sta- 
tionery, Wedding and Visiting Cards. Birthday 
Cards always in Stock. Marcus Ward’s Celebrated 
Irish Linen Papers and Envelopes 






















WONDERFUL “SARSFIELD” REMEDIES. 


THE SHEPHERDS OF IRELAND were healers of the sick, and they have transmitted, from generation 


generation, their knowledge of the healing art, and of the curative powers of certain combinations of HERBS, 
and the name of “‘ SARSFIELD” is famous in the annals of that country. These facts are familiar to all readers 
of Irish history. 


THE SARSFIELD REMEDIES CoO. has the secret of many of these HERB COMPOUNDS, and every day 


brings fresh testimonials of the WONDERFUL CURES performed by the m. 


SARSFIELD’ S REMFDY FOR THE BLOOD.— a «pecific for maladies arising from disordered Liver, 


dneys, Constipation, Malaria, Slood Poisoning, Scrotula, Salt Kheum, and troubles coming from blood im- 


ee . bh ae ‘ 
PRICE $1.00 PER BOTTLE, 
SARSFIELD'S CHR ONIC ULCER SALVE fer the cure of Chronic Ulcers and Sores of every descrip- 


czema, Piles, Varicose Ulcers, Inflammatory Swellings and Skin Diseases generally. 


PRICE $1.00 and 50c. PER BOX, according to size. 


Sarsfield's Remedy for Diphtheria and Pneumonia!—A Specific for Diphtheria, Croup, Sore Throat, 
Mumps, and Inflammation of the Chest and Lungs. 


PRICE $1.00 and 50c. PER BOX, scoring to size. 


REFERENCES: 


Mes. Saran B. Cooper, the well-known philanthropist Mrs. GRANT, 322 Fremont Street, San Francisco. 
and President of the Kindergarten Association of San Mas. Eaton, 141 Post Street, San Francisco, 
Francisco. Jas. McCoamick, Vice-President Bank of Redding, Red- 
FessoR DENMAN, Principal of the Denman School, San aing, Cal. 
Francisco, Capr. BLaspe.y, Oakland, Cal. 
Ina G. Horrt, President of the Board of Education. Cart. Wyman, Oakland, Cal. 
bEN Wats, Master Car Builder Southern Pacific Co., Sam‘. Cassrpy, Petaluma, Cal. 
Sacramento. Mrs. MCDONALD, 2922 Sacramento Street. 
L. A. Upson, Sacramento. Mrs. Heneixn, 23 Hawthorne street. 
Mrs. Cuas. Lux, San Francisco. Mrs. Goopriper, 28 Hawthorne Street. 
\ DEANE, San Francisco Chronicle Kev. D. A. Tempe, Los Gatos, Cal. 
4. D. CaARVILL, Carvill Manufacturing Co, Dr. C. L. Kor, Monterey, Cal. 
1veR HINKLEY, Pacific Carriage Co. W. B. Frien, Lincoln, Placer Ceunty, Cal. 
Lewis P, SaGe, Sage’s Warehouse. | And a host of others whose testimunials we have. 


— MANUFACTURED BY THE— 
“SARSFIELD” REMEDIES CO. 
115 EDDY STREET, SAN FRANCISCO 

For Sale by all Leading Druggists. 


FIN E 


CABINET PHOTOS 


INn THRE UAND. 


$2.00 PER DOZEN.@# 


W. |. WILLIAMS & CO. 
914 Market Street, Opposite Flood’s Building, 


SAN FRANCISCO. 


NEW ENGLAND SOAP CO. 


FISCHBECK & GLOOTZ, 
Office, No. 214 Sacramento Street. 


Factory, Corner 16th and Utah Streets 


QUEEN LILY SOAP 


HE FINEST LAUNDRY SOAP IN THE MARKET. Washes without rubbing 
and does not injure the clothes, The Largest Family Washing in the city 
can be done in three to four hours, A girl of twelve years of age cap do a Wask- 


ug with this soap. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 




















CALIFORNIA'S 
Million Dollar Insurance Company! 





et Mire i Mh cececcesscerseceseasess.$1,000,000 00 
Assets ib becd peueehen send dene hobs 5668004 oe8e00a8 2,°250,000 OO 
Losses Paid in Twenty-Three Years, over 7,500,000 OO 


A .- 


{ 
| 


\« 
_ a ae 
~ 





HOME OFFICE: 
S. W. Corner California and Sansome Streets, 
San Francisco, Cal. 


D. J. STAPLES, PRESIDENT. 
ALPHEUS BULL, Vice President. N. T. JAMES, Marine Secretary. 
WM. J. DUTTON, Secretary. E. FAYMONVILLE, Ass’t Secretary. 
AGENTS IN ALL PROMINENT LOCALITIES. 
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SOUVENIRS 


OF THE 


sey Leland Stanford, |r. 
University « 


AY, 
-—@e 
ae 


ano DESCRIPTION oF 


vvyv. 


v 


e)ALO ALTO, 


v v v v 


THE UNIVERSITY TOWN, 





Mailed FREE to any address 


on application to 


N. C. Carnal 


& CO. 


DEALERS IN 


California lands 
624 fNarket Street, 
San Francisco, Cal. 


Agencies in all Parts of the State 


Aly; 
~ a 


> 









NITROGENEOUS SUPERPHOSPHATE FERTILIZERS, 


MEXICAN PHOSPHATE © SULPHUR COMPANY 


FROM 


GENUINE IMPORTED GUANO OR PHOSPHATES. 








It is the best known fertilizer in the world ; and is so indorsed by the oldest authorities in 
Europe, to which county the Company have already shipped over $500,000.00 worth, and 
the demand is largely increasing. It is the cheapest and most complete fertilizer for trees, 
vines, grains, grasses, sugar beets, vegetables, berries, fruits, gardens, parks, lawns, etc. Its 
-alue consists in the large per centage it contains of phosphoric acid, the chief element of 
all plant food, in combination with the necessary quantities of potash and ammonia, and the 
ease and cheapness with which it can be applied. It is not offensive either to touch or smell, 
and once tried will give entire satisfaction. Ordinary farm crops require from 250 to 300 
pounds per acre; trees and vines from 1 to 5 pounds each. Ina test made, barley crop 
yielded 51 bushels where fertilized against 22 bushels per acre not fertilized. It is a genuine 
article, certain to increase the yield and improve its quality, while improving the land and 
making the farm better each year. It has been used extensively in California the past year, 
with very satisfactory results. For sale in lots to suit by 


THE MEXICAN PHOSPHATE AND SULPHUR CO., 
Room 7, 328 Montgomery Street, 
H. DUTARD, 


126 and 128 Sacramento Street, 
H. M. NEWHALL & CO., Agents, 


309 and 311 Sansome Street, 
(Send for Circulars, Etc. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 


COMMERCIAL HOTEL. 


ON THE EUROPEAN PLAN. 





“<= — ~4 = = aye 
|, aeencseaiia 
> = | ee = 200 of the most Airy, Sunny and Comfort- 






able Rooms in the City, at 


soe 50t, 15, $100 oS. 
6 


* 





Special Rates by 
the month. 






CARS from al! the Railroads and 
Ferries pass the door. 


JOHN MCGOVERN, 


a . — i MANAGER. 
‘ ~ ea et 
|) Qe © A\O 


Montgomery Avenue and Kearny Street, San Francisco. 


















“SEEDSMEN AND “FLORISTS. 


bxxacesce? PETETTTE TELS OS SS ORES STSSSSEsSseSeiatiaciscssstatessitscsstetteststsseitstessstcsststistisitttissiscttassete 


TRUMBULL & BEEBE, 


Growers, Importers and Dealers in 


SEEDS AND TREES, 


41g and 421 Sansome Street, 








Between Clay and Commercial. SAN FRANCISCO. 
NEW SEEDS. 
7 GRASS SEED, full assortment. 


CLOVER SEED, various kinds, 
ALFALFA, choice quality. 


ve stock in store and arriving, and for sale in lots to suit. Complete line Vegetable and Flowers. 
Large, illustrated, descriptive and priced Seed Catalogue mailed free on application. 


E. J. BOWEN, Seed Merchant, 
815 and 817 Sansome Street, San Francisco. 


CARBONE & MONTI, 


>Florists and Seedsmen, 
Importers and Growers of NEW ROSES, 


CUT FLOWERS A SPECIALTY. BEDDING PLANTS AND LANDSCAPE GARDENING, 


We make a Specialty of California Wild Flower Seeds for Tourists. 











th 4 Ay + TELEPHONE 903. 
‘ Main Store, 343 EEARNY ST. Branch, 619: VALENGIA ST., &. F. 
youusing Wellington's Improved Egg Food tor Poultry? = NOT, _~ ssmenin Goume 


WHY NOT? CLOVER, VEGETABLE, 


FRUIT and every 
Every Grocer, H ‘ ‘ 
TARIETY SEEDS. 
Every bragast ARIETY of SEEI 
Sells It ITD a 


B. F. Wellington, 425 Washington St., San Francisca. Gaj *ADE SUPPLIED. 








> 

ay? ~ © FREE! TO 7 AL UL Incorporated 1884. 4600 Acres, 
Lae Y @aAait! > a» 

7 wy = 


NEW Ornamental. 
7 GRTLOGUE 
‘So o OF CALIFORNIA NURSERY CO, 


Z as Niles, Alameda Co., Cal 


FOR 1889 Largest Stock on the Pacifie Coast 
n#”New Catalogue for 1889, mailed free on application, 
tal lescriptic n and price of Vegetable, Flower, Gras-, 


£4Cox’ Ss | | | | Fruit and 





) 








er, Tree and Field Seeds; Australian Tree and Shrub For complete list, send for our new Catalogue, 
Seeds; Native California Tree aud Flower Seeds, Fruit Trees, 
and many new novelties introduced in Europe and the 

ted States, CALIFORNIA NURSERY CO, 





THOS. A, COX & CC., 


411, 413, 415 Sansome Street, San Francisco. JOHN BROCE, Manager. NILES, ALAMEDA CO., CAL. 














Remington Standard Typewriter 


WINS 
GOLD MEDAL, SILVER MEDAL, 


CHAMPIONSHIP OF THE WORLD, 


TORONTO, August 138, 1888. 





Writing ears a 
a Writing 
legal testi- Hee iia) g 
mony for wi: . for five 
ninety Besa.) | (KX minutes, 


minutes, Fe tenfen: pea AA Ig 5 
AVERAGE, 97 WORDS. Average, 95* words. 


_— —_ 
_ as 


Oa wa 
ee ee ee 


575 words (unfamiliar) in 5 minutes. 125 words (blindfolded) in 1 minute. 
**Cnicaao, ILu., September 5, 1888. 
‘* We, the undersigned, having been requested to act as a committee at a public speed test in type- 


writing, by Frank E. McGurrin, of Salt Lake City, Utah, hereby report as follows : 

**Said Test occurred at the City of Chicago, IIl., in the First M. E. Church building, corner of 
Washington and Clark Streets, on the 5th day of September, 1588, at 8 o’clock Pp. M., in the presence of 
about seventy-five persons, including leading stenographers and typewriter operators. 

‘** The dictation was by Mr. Isaac 5S. Dement, of Chicago. 

‘The matter written was from®ordinary court proceedigs new to the operator. 


** Said McGurrin was timed by each of us. 
‘**In five consecutive minutes said McGurrin wrote Five Hundred and Eighty-three words, gross ; 


after deducting errors, there remained five hundred and seventy-five words, a net average of one hundred 


and jit en words per minute 
‘* In one minute, writing blindfold, said Mr. McGurrin wrote one hundred and twenty-five words, in 


which there were three errors. 
** (Signed), 
**C. 8S. BAYLESS, 
‘** (Principal of Bayless Business College, Dubuque, Iowa). 
“FRANK W. GANSE, 
‘**(Attorney at Law, Chicago, Ill). 
** The above is correct, “J. G@. GROSS, 
** (Signed), Isaac 8. DeEMENT.”’ ** Chairman.” 


Compare the above facts with misguiding statements from other sources. 


Address, for Catalogues and further particulars, 


3 © 5 FRONT STREET, SAN FRANCISCO. 


Branches at Los Angeles and Portland, Oregon 








ESTABLISHED IN 1858. 
W. K. VANDERSLICE & Co. 
136 SUTTER STREET, S.F. 
MANUFACTURING 
Silversmiths and Jewelers, 
And Importers of 


DIAMONDS, WATCHES AND CLOCKS. 


We keep on hand a full line of HOWARD, WALTHAM and ELGIN 
WATCHES. We manufacture SOLID SILVERWARE, anid 


carry a large and complete stock of it. 





» ‘ 


Estimates and Designs Furnished for Work of any character, either in Gold or Silver. 





UMBRELLAS, SHADES, PARASOLS, Etc. 


Elegant and Unique Styles, for Ladies and Gents. Int insic Value. 
— SEASON OF 1889.— 


LADIES’ U MBREL LAS — We pro- 
= to astonish the Ladies of San 
. , ‘rancisco in our exhibit of the most 
appearance on the Continent and in elegant designs in Silk Umbrellas, 
East, ail the New and Unique etc., ever offered in any city in the 
Styles o RE : ed ) | world 
vl f I MBRELLAS, SHADES, ¢ Witla \ We are just in receipt of our 
PARASOLS, WHIPS, Ete. j LONDON HANDLES in Ivory, ete. 
amis je nl, They are grand, odd, handsome, 
. / unique, and “Very Englis you 
Umbrellas and Parasols know,” consequently lovely, and are 
XY splendid goods. 
Ke-covered and Repaired, aS OUR GOLD HANDLES, for de- 
oe sign, finish, style, and artistic merit, 
. have never been excelled, either for 
OUR STOCK (= substantial workmanship or sterling 
, ’ ; worth. 
Has been selected with the greatest , . FOR GENTLEMEN.—Silk Umbrel- 
care, hence is very attractive. | las, Alpaca bordered, etc., in Gold, 
tudies egance i ag i - lvory. or Fancy Handles. 
Ss ee SS See oe | CANES.—Gold, Ivory, Buck Horn, 
ombined with Solid Worth, Malacca, and all woods, handles, ete. 
g our object ; in all fancies, comfortable and dis- 
E 4 tingue. The Largest and. Finest 
Stock to select from ever offered in 
CANES MOUNTED. San Francisco, and at 
Moderate Prices! 


Repairing Fans a Specialty. . satiemnie Subtalt 


J.D. BARR & SON, Pioneer Manufacturers. 
J. D. BARR, J. D. BARR & SON, 
Wholesale, Retail, 
No. 323 BUSH ST. Branch, No. 932 MARKET ST. 
Adjoining the Bush St. Theatre. Sa Adjoining the Baldwin Theatre, Sa 


SéPOND 


e Hundred of these incomparable instruments in constant use in the New England fan ynservatories of Music 


KOHLER & CHASE, General Agents, 137 and 139 Post Street, S. F. 


OUR FACILITIES 


Enable us to present to the San Fran- 
cisco public, simultaneously with the 











WINTER STYLES! 
BuTTERICK’S CELEBRATED PATTERNS 
— 


Ladies’, Misses” and Children’s Garments. Catalogues 
mailed free Large Catal gue of stamping pattern designs 
15 cents 

H. A. DEMING, 


124 POST STREET, SAN FRANCISCO. 





\ THY BE A DUNCE, when you an buy fo wr 25c. pop 
ular German Stories with their English trans lati m? 
Address, Young Folks, 17-27 Vandewater St & 


Dialegnes, Tableanx, Speakers, for School, Club 
an | Part r. Bestout. Catalogue free 


8. DENISON, CHICAGO, ILI 


TO #8 A DAW. Samples worth $1.50 FREE. 
hi Lines not under the horse’s feet Write 
BREWSTER SAFETY REIN HOLDER C0., Holly, Mich. 


664 99 ROSES,—AMORITA, MAY BLOSSOM 
EUXENTA, Heliotrope and Jockey Club 
are favorites among Stearns’ Fine Per- 

fumes, which are unequaled in fragrance, perman- 

ence and delicacy Four sizes, l0c, 25e, He and 1 

STE ARNS' S SAC HETS surpass all in elegance and 

ind 50c packages. STEARNS’ 

is superb ; 10, 25 and 50e sizes 

Trials pees mailed for 10e 











fragr: nee ye 
FACE POWDER 
Sold by ldrnggists. 
in Staimps; all regular sizes on receipt of price, 
Mention paper F. STEARNS & Co., Detroit, Mich. 





AMERICAN HOUSEKEEPING. 


A Ladies’ Home Journal. 
auch 8’ Mayazine Published.” 


olored cover each month. 
te on all Hom > Subjects, Cook 
ing, Decoration, F hic ms, Home R ~~ 
ng, etc. Send 50c. forth ‘Papert eye Se ar, sad ast ene Cs 
Book, 326 pps. (Price $1) Free, Am, Housekeeping, Chicage Ti 





THROW PHYSIC TO THE DOGS 
Good Health Better than Gold. 


CALIFORNIA FRUIT SALT 


CURES 
INDIGESTION, DYSPEPSIA, 
AND CONSTIPATION. 


be” For Sale by all First-Class Drug Stores. 





cE EBRATED 
KID CLOVES 
. PERFECTION-OF-FIT™ 


ALL FIRST QUALITY GLOVES 
BRANDED WITH OUR NAME 


IN FULL IN LEFT HAND CLOVE ' 





Orders by mail prompt y attended to. Price list furnish- 
ed on receipt of 2c. stamp. 


108 and Ll) POST StREERT, SAN FRANCISCO. 





DOWN TO 


NEW YORK PRICES! 








yp Dress ( 


— 


| | 4 
fe Papier Mache Busts and Boys’ 


Whelesale and Retail Agency for all Common and Adjust..ble 


DRESS FORMS AND DRAPERS, 


—A LSO 


Forms, 


} 


‘utting Taught by the Studabecker Tailor Square, and Perfect 
Patterns Cut to Measure 


ae eee re Ww. M. LOUDON, 


94 ¢ We Dace 
224 Stockton St., near Post, San Francisco. 


—t8™" SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 41— 





THE PACIFIC COAST BUREAU OF EDUCATION. 
THE ONLY TEACHERS’ AGENCY WEST of the ROCKY MOUNTAINS. 


This Ag \ S | 
rr I » r her I 
\ Ins el I 1 i 
c es I Burea S I gi 
gs Si ler Ss, a furnish 
vor \ re i te he 
Ss \ ' 


i l rmation for the | Coast. School 
themselves of its services in filling 

mm l tion between teac rs Ss ois IS an 
formation in regard to the | il needs of this 
hers of the highest standing for all lines of Educational 
communication with us. School properties rented and 


MAY L. CHENEY, Manager, 


3800 Post Street, 


Union Club Building, 


- - San Francisco, Cal. 







































686 een © NEW YORE. 





FINE BANE, OFFICE AN LaenAse FIT- 
TINGS, DESES, CHAIRS, TC. 





OFFICE, BANK and SCHOOL FURNITURE 


MANUFACTURED BY 


A. H. ANDREWS & CO. 
Upright Cabinet | 


FOLDING | 


Numerous Styles. 
Adjustable Cable Sus 


Guaranteed not to Sag. 


195 Wabash Ave., CHICAGO. 


BED. | 


® © 





SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
OF ALL KINDS. 


OPERA AND CHURCH SEATING 











pension Spring. 


—87 Send for Ilustrated Catalogues.W— 


C. F. WEBER & CO. 


—Sore AGENTS FOR— 


PACIFIC COAST, 


Cor. Post and Stockton Sts. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 





Artist. 
>Portrait Studio and Art School< 


Room 84, Floo and Market Sts. 
SAN FRANCISCO 


i Building, Cor. Fourth 


Portraits made from life, or any kind of c« 
enlarged in 
Crayon, Pastel, Water-Color, or India Ink, 
Oil, ** lvory-Type,” or on Porcelain, 
from $10 to $100. 
Life-size Crayons, Free Hand Drawings, 22x27, for $30. 
Swaller or larger sizes in proportion. 
PHOTOS ARTISTICALLY COLORED. 
ER Academical instruction given in all branche 


PAINTING 


pies or Photos 


»s of DRAWING 


Correspondence Solicited. 





Ist Premiums. 25,000 in use, 

20 years Established, New 

ao = a Steel Tuning De- 

, ig in no other ian hich our Pianos 

l ne 20 years, go ‘tte De $Y 003 8 ot affected 

mate. No wood to split, break, sw all, shrink, 

ecay, or wear ovt; we guarantee it. Ele- 

t Rosewood Cases, 3 strings, double repeating 

: finest ivory keys; the Famous ANTISELL. 

or write for Catalogue, free T. M, ANTISELL 

riANOCO., Manufacturers, Odd Fellows’ Hall, Mar- 
ket and Seventh Streets, San Francisco, 











OOKS ON 


Decorating, et« 


BUILDING, PAINTING, 
For my 88 page Illustrated Cata- 
wdidress, inclosing stamp, 


WM. T. COMSTOCK, 23 Warren St., N. Y. 





FINE AND RARE BOOKS, 
H. H. MOORE, 
423 Kearny Street. 

Also a few hundred volumes bought at the sale of 


e famous Winans Collection, at a small 
wivance upon the auction price. 
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PIANO MANUFACTORY 
|€43 POLK ST. cor of CLAY ST. 


VOD SAN FR UEN GI SCO CUAL. G> 
: 


The Best Material Used. 





Seno FoR A CIRCULAR OF 


WML 


ESTABLISHED 1875. 


BUSINESS COLLEGE 
46 DO FARRELL (stockton) S.F 


SHORT-HAND, 


Typewriting, Telegraphy, Modern Languages, andall the 
branches of the regular BUSINESS COURSE are included in 
our Combined Course at 


S75 for Six Months. 


“OUR COLLEGE LEDGER,” containing full particulars 
regarding the College Departments, Courses of Study, Terms, 
etc., will be mailed free to allapplicants. Send for a copy. 
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Avi Tine saat alat VAD LILLAR, 


Book® Pamphlet Biadery 


642 WASHINGTON ST. 


WORK PROMPTLY DONE AT LOW PRICES, 
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W. & J. SLOANE & CO. 


CARPETINGS, me 


UPHOLSTERY GOODS. «x 


tons, Moquettes, Velvets, Body Brussels, Tapestries, Ingrains, 
Linoleums, Oil Cloths, Art Squares, Indian, Turkish, Persian, 


and Domestic Rugs, etc. 


is replete with the newest colorings and styles in fabrics suitable 
for Furniture Coverings. Portiéres, Silk and Lace Curtains, 


Window Shades, etc., in great variety. 
















WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN 





may be found the latest and choicest styles in Axminsters, Wil- 





made up, and original designs furnished. 








NEW YORK ADDRESS, 


Broadway and Nineteenth Street.’ 


———SAN FRANCISCO. 
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OU CAN ADD TO THIS LIST OF THE USES OF 
SAPOLIO. 


EVERY ONE FINDS A NEW USE. 


To clean tombstones, 
To polish knives. 

To renew oil-cloth. 
To brighten metals. 
To scour bath-tubs. 
To whiten marble. 


To scrub floors. 
To renovate paint. 
To wash out sinks. 
To clean dishes. 
To scour kettles. 
To remove rust. 





EVERYBODY USES IT. 







Dentists to clean false teeth. 
Surgeons to polish their instruments. 
Confectioners to scour their pans. 
Mechanics to brighten their tools 
Engineers to clean parts of machines. 
Ministers to renovate old chapels. 
Sextons to clean the tombstones 
Hostlers on brasses and white horses. 
Painters to clean off surfaces. 
Soldiers to brighten their arms, 
Artists to clean their palettes. 
Cooks to clean the kitchen sinks. 
Housemaids to scrub the marble floors. 
Chemists to remove some stains. 
Carvers to sharpen their knives. 
Shrewd ones to scour old straw hats. 
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“IN THE REDWOODS.” 





RELIABLE INFORMATION ABOUT CALIFORNIA. 


For years the OveERLAND Monta ty has been bring- 
ing out articles relating to the development of the 


acific Coast, and today is recognized as the most trustworthy authority concerning the resources of the State. Our 
position enables us to speak authoratively on many points of vital importance to Eastern people proposi: g to settle in 
California; and on those points with which we are not personally familiar, we are able to refer intelligently to the men 
who do know and are reliable. 
icea ar statement of their wants. 


Parties desiring such information may obtain it gratis, by writing to this office and making 
Stamp must be enclosed for reply. 


THE OVERLAND MONTHLY PUBLISHING CO., 





420 Montgomery Street, San Francisco. 





Row 


MISS TRACY'S 
Home and Day School, 


S. W. Cor. Alice and Tenth Strests, Oakland, Cal, 
gular and Special Courses. Studies can be select- 
ed according to individual needs and aims. Lessor is 


Private and in Classes. Prominence is given to Lan- 
guage, Music, Drawing and Painting. French, German 
and Spanish are spoken by resident teachers. Riding, 


are included in Physical Culture. 
or by letter. 


ing and Fencing 
Address personally, 





SIX MONTHS, 


$50. oo. 
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Pierce Christian College. 


FIRST-CLASS SCHOOL FOR LADIES AND GEN- 


TLEMEN. Equa! Terms of Graduation. Healthy 
Location. Temperance Town. Moral Community. Strong 
Faculty. Complete Courses of Study. Low Rates of Board 
and Tuition, For information or register, address 


J. Cc. KEITH, President, 


COLLEGE CITY, CAI 














7 THE DEAF.—A Person cured of deafness and noises 
» * ha in the head of 24 years’ standing by a simple remedy, 
COMPLETE BUSINI [RAINING SCHOOI will send a description of it FREE to any Person who applies 
MPI s US > . .s ’ to 
5 Clay Street, Oakland, Cal pecially net 
1015 Clay Street, Oakland, Cal, 177 MacDougall St, New York 
PVING INSTITI 
AYidiu iliwol 
A SELECT BOARDING AND DAY 
_ r + 
FOR YOUNG LADIES 
Twelfti Year. Fifteen Professors and Teachers. Every 
home comfort and care. Private assistance to rapid and 
thorough advancement. Full Acsdemic Course, Ancient and 


Modern Languages, 
and Painting. 
For catalogue or information, 


REV. EDWARD B. CHURCH, A. M., 


PRINCIPAL. 
1036 VALENCIA STREET, 


Vocal and Iustrumental Music, Drawing 


address 


SAN FRANCISCO 





SIXTEEN EXPERI 


Elegant Bailding, 70 Nicely 
tw 


Furnished Rooms, 
the Times in its Me 





ENCED TEACHERS, 


Healthy Lecation, Excellent Discipline, Fully t p 
thoeds, Large Attendance. 

(Fr Beard, Room and 
» Tuitic for Full Busi- 


ness arse, including all 





branches taught in First-class 
Business Colleges, for term of 


52 weeks, $18.75 per month. 
SHORTHAND AND TYPE- 
hed ne diy for 6 months, with 
z 5 other classes. 












, Classic Course, 


Prepat 
Short-Hand, 
‘ ur name al 


e our catalogue 
en of penmanship 





TRASK & RAMSEY 
Steckteon, Cal. 
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Educational Institution for Boys on 


£ ST. MATTHEW'S HALL, 


CLASSICAL SCHOOL. 


Under Military Discipline. 


boys for a Scientific or Classical Course 


= 
fe) 
Special attention and advantages for fitting 6 
fo 
REY. ALFRED LEE BREWER, Principal. $* 
} TWENTY -TWO YEARS OF SUCCESSFUL WORK. 


SACRAMENTO 


9 Young Men and Young 

2000 Women educated for 
Business. ** Interest 
Made Easy ”’ will be 
sent by mail tor 12 de- 
sirable names, Send 
for the College Journal. 


The seta Pr 


























‘ E. C. ATKINSON, 
7 PRINCIPAL, 
SACRAMENTO, CAL. 
SACKETT BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL, 
FOR BOYS AND YOUNG GENTLEMEN. 
Homelike Tajluences, combined with firm Disci- 
pline and thorough School System, 
ares Students for C r for business under resident 
asters of proved ability. EA ldress for catalogue, 
D. P. SACKETT, Principal, 
No. 529 Hobart St., Oakland, Cal. 
alifarnian (Qik 
California (Qilitary Academy, 
OAKLAND, CAL. 
\ thorongh Training School for Young Men and Boys. 
Earnest and Capable Instructors Special Attention 
paid to English, Military Drill and Discipline. Send for 
Catal: gue. 
COL. W. H. O’BRIEN, Principal. 
- Y 2 vn : 
Jills College and Seminary. 
THE NEXT TERM WILL BEGIN 
August il, 1888. 
{1k COLLEGE COU RSE corresponds very nearly to that 
T oo eee Comes . ass ‘ 
I Seminary course of study remains unchanged. 
I ire ulars or information apply to 
Kev. ©. ©. Stratton, D. D., or 
Mrs. C. T. Mills, 
MILLS SEMINARY P. O., ALAMEDA CoO., CAL. 
ON MONDAY, AUGUST 6, 1888, at 1020 Oak 
t, shall open The Crawford Polytechnic and English 
5 5 1 day and boarding school for boys. The class will 
- ted to thirty. For full information apply to T. O. 


WFORD, Postoffice box 393, Oakland, Cal. 
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HOPKINS ACADEMY, 


OAKLAND, CAL. 








EIGHTEENTH YEAR. 
Summer term commences July 31, 1888, 





Boys prepared for the University and for business. 
for circulars. 


Send 


W. W. ANDERSON, Principal. 





FIELD SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES 


1825 Telegraph Avenue, Oakland, Cal 





Address MRS. R. G. 
B. CONDRON, Principal. 


KNOX, Proprietor, or MRS. D. 





The next Term will begin Wednesday, August rst, 1888 





SNELI SEMINARY, 
FOR YOUNG LADIES, 

568 TWELFTH STREET, OAKLAND, CAL. 

Fall Term begins Monday, August 6, 1888. Full Se ym 


Course of Instruction. Pupils fitted to enter the State Uni- 
versity, and Vassar or Smith College. Send for Circular to 


MARY E. SN 
Ri HARD B. 


MISS LAKE’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


(Formerly Zeitska Institute.) 
722 PosT STREET. 
July 25th. 


SELL ; Principals. 





The next term will begin on We ane sday, 
For further particulars, address, 


MISS M. LAKE, Principal. 


AMERICANS RESIDING A FEW 


weeks or months in London, desiring a chaperone or 
instructress for their children, may procure the services of 
a lady who can ofter good references from families in Eng- 
land and America, Particulars can also be obtained from 
Dr. Henry I. Bowditch, 113 Boylston Street, Boston Mass. 
Address Miss Yardley, 23 St. John’s Hill Grove, Wauds- 
worth, London, 8. W., England. 








KINC’S OLD BOOK STORE, 


No. 15 Fourth Street, San Francisco, 
Is the best place in the City to buy New and 
Second-hand Books. The largest stock of old 
Newspapers and Magazines can be found here, and 
a visit will well repay the lover of literature 
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DR. HENLEY’S 


TANARACK 


For Malaria, ‘Biliousness and Constipation. 


“ak? 


J 


4 Sis 


USE 


SOLD BY ALL DEALERS. 





A Bolted Door 


May keep out tramps and burglars, but 
Bronchitis, Colds, Coughs, 
The best protection against 


not Asthma, 
and Croup. 


these unwelcome intruders is Ayer’s 
Cherry Pectoral. With a bottle of this 
far-famed preparation at hand, Throat 
and Lung Troubles may be checked and 
serious Disease averted. 

Thomas G. Edwards, M. D., Blanco, 
Texas, certifies: * Of the many prepa- 


rations before the public for the cure of 
colds, coughs, bronchitis, and kindred 
diseases, there are within the 
range of my experience and observation, 
so reliable as Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral.” 


hone, 


John Meyer, Florence, W. Va., says: 
*“*T have used all your medicines, and 
keep them constantly in my house. I 


think Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral saved my 
life some years ago.”’ 


D. M. Bryant, M. D., Chicopee Falls, 
Mass., writes: ‘* Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral 
has proved remarkably good in croup, 
ordinary and whooping cough, 
and is invaluable as a family medic?ne.” 


Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, 


PREPARED BY 
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, 


Bold by all Dru Price $1 


colds, 


Mass. 
; six bottles, $5. 


yyiste 











“~ Remarkable Flesh Producer, =: 


‘SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


F PURE COD LIVER OIL 
AND HYPOPHOSPHITES 


- Almostas Palatable as Milk. 


So disguised that it ean be taken, 
digested, and assimilated by the most 
sensitive stomach, when the plain oi! 
cannot be tolerated ; and by the com: 
bination of the oil with the hy pophos- 
phites is much more efficacious. 


Remarkable as a flesh producer. 

- Persons gain rapidly while taking it. 

@ _ SCOTT’S EMULSION is acknowledged by 
o 

~ 





nC 


Remedy 


Physicians to be the Finest and Best prepa- 
tation in the world for the relicf and cure of 
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA, 
@ GENERAL DCBILITY, WASTING 
DISEASES, EMACIATION, 

COLDS and CHRONIC COUGHS. 

The great remedy for Consumptian, and | 

Wasting in Children. Sold by all Druggists. 


c=” THE FINEST AND BEST.- 
CALIGRAPH 


MEDAL AWARDED ! 
GREATEST SPEED ON RECORD !! 


T. W. Osborne, winner of international 
contest at Toronto, wrote on the Cali- 
gragh Writing Machine 630 words in 
five minutes, thus gaining for The Cali- 
graph the championship of the world. 


zl NVALUABLE IN SCROFULA tot WASTING DISEASES. _@? 
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For printed matter, etc., address 
THE AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO., 
HARTFORD, CONN. 
New York Branch, 237 Droadway. 





SiwWwhL HILL, 725 Market Street, 


> 
San Francisco, Agents. 
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FROM KLAMATH TO RIO GRANDE. 


Years ago I traveled over California rail and stage over most of the Pacific 
horseback, wandering far from the Coast region and the Territories of the 
shways of travel, and among the Southwest. And I have had the local 
ient mining camps of the heart of newspapers of the whole region from 
Sierras. I taught school in the hills Puget Sound to Mexico at my hand for 
San Luis, and in the mountains of years past. Hereand there, also, I have 
lrinity and Shasta, and on the sand maintained a more or less desultory cor- 
lunesof Monterey. Later [traveled by respondence with men whose acquaint- 
anceship was made on some one or 
other of these journeys, or during my 
teaching. Through all these ways I find 
that my love for the picturesque beauty 
of the Pacific Coast has been kept strong 
even through my later life as a city 
dweller. [know the juniper-clad plateaus 
of Northern Arizona, the ruined pueblos 
of New Mexico, the desert expanses, the 
orange groves, the wave-worn sculptures 
and shell-strewn caves from Santa Mon- 
ica to Noyo, the deep woods with their 
birds and flowers, the prosperous colo- 
nies, the islands and the mountains. 








ROCK SCULPTURI 
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562 From Klamath 
And I have tried to understand, month 
by month, year by year, the swift, vast 
growth of this empire of the New West, 
—there a mine discovered, a roadway 
hewn, a town built suddenly, as it were, 
in the night, — here a river turned over 
a sandy plain, and hundreds of home- 
makers planting vineyards, orchards, and 
gardens along its fertilizing rills. 

Late autumn gives the sandhills of 





San Francisco peninsula purple and 
brown colors from the wild verbena and 
asters. No other city of my knowledge 
has such wildness of nature so near to 
its heart as San Francisco. Along the 
ocean shore, miles south, those who love 
new walkscan findabundant recompense. 
And all about the heights, from the Cliff 
House to the ancient cannon of the Pre- 
sidio, spring brings masses of lupine, 
and whole acres of pale blue iris and pur- 
ple of the giant California thistle. Late 
autumn in Klamath, however, means the 
end of mining on the rivers, means wild 
rain storms and safe shelters in pioneer 
homes. In the South it is still summrer ; 
in the Upper Sierras it is already winter. 

I cannot but review in memory my 
wanderings on a Mexican bronco, while 
I sit on a rocky slope that overlooks the 
Pacific, and write these out-door notes, 
—for since I am trying to give glimpses, 
crude perhaps, but certainly truthful, of 
this great Western region, the first 
impression of closeness to the thing 


to Rw Grande. [ Dec. 
itself is worth pages of laterimpressions 
and I am quoting from a ten-year-old 
note-book. 

“T have sought all summer long for 
the quiet homes, the sunny islands, th: 
shy rivers, the mountain villages, the 
relics of forgotten mining camps, th 
legends of a turbulent past in fair Cal- 
ifornia, whose wide valleys melt into 
beautiful hills); and whose mountains 

blossom at last into heights of 
eternal snow. I have found all 
for which I sought, and far more ; 
I have seen the gardens of chil- 
dren, the farms and mines of men, 
from the borders of San Francisco 
Bay to the fringes of snow and the 
homes of the pine and the eagle. 
As I write I quicken with vivid 
remembrance of the blue dome of 
Monte Diablo, the great Sacra- 
mento Valley melting into gray 
mist, the green islands in the sea- 
like lower San Joaquin, the sunny 
valleys of Solano where the grape 
and orange thrive, the wheat fields of Sut- 
ter in the shadows of the Buttes, the 
quartz and hydraulic mines of Upper 
Placer, Nevada, and Sierra, the rivers of 
Shasta, the mountain valleys of far-off 
Trinity. I remember fishermen dragging 
their seines in sluggish streams ; farmers 
sowing wheat broadcast on smoking fields 
of brown, moist earth when I rode out 
in spring, reaping with joy their abun- 
dant sheaves in autumn when I returned; 
miners waist-deep in foaming torrents, 
or holding quivering streams of water 
against cliffs of yellow gravel; hunters 





GLIMPSE OF SEAL ROCKS. 
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ind loggers in the far-off recesses of the 
Coast Range.” 

Turning back over the leaves of this 
old note-book, I come upon the follow- 
ng bit of emigrant life: 

“In a wider part of the ravine was a 
marshy pool with tall grasses about it, 
and there a family of emigrants with 
their canvas-covered wagons, dangling 
buckets, old coffee pots, and tattered 
scarments, had camped. Three sallow 
ind wild-looking children peered out of 
the wagon, a black-haired, fierce woman 
sat on a log, watching the fire and smok- 
ing her short pipe. A tall, Amazonian- 
featured girl of sixteen leaned against a 
sycamore tree near the bed of thestream, 
watching with indifferent look the two 
men of the party driving their scrawny 
cattle and lean mustangs to water. 
rhese are of the frontier. Observe them 
well, for another generation will know 
them not. They draw their restless, 
migratory impulses from a prehistoric 

ist; one season they 
toil southward, an- 
other north. 
[hat mother, so she 
tells me, was born in 
in emigrant wagon 
somewhere in Mis- 
souri; that daughter's 

irthplace is “ on the 


season 





ins’ of Northern 
Texas; that young 


man was “ brought up 
in Eastern Oregon.” 

“Clur from Arizony 
this trip,” said one of 
the men, “an’ agoin’ 
ter Warshington Ter- 


rtory. Good ways? 
Yaas, we knows that. 
But Arizony haint 
suited us perzactly. What kind of a 
lace is it? "Taint a jubilee, ye may 


reckon on that. Sage-bresh, an’ more 
sage-bresh, sand, an’ more sand ; mines 
tur them as gits them, an’ water an’ rich 


ind fur some. Don’t think I’m run- 
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nin” it dewn, though, fur like as not I ’ll 
be thar agin in less’n a year.” 

The black-eyed woman nodded affirm- 
atively. “ That’s so,” she said, “ Silas 
is a master hand at travel. We hev 
owned three or four purty pieces of guv’- 
ment land in our time, but here we be, 
’atruckin’ over the country. Well, it’s a 
healthy life, anyway.” 

The central Coast Range region of 
California is much neglected by visitors 
to the Pacific Coast. They go to old 
Monterey, and see the ruins of the fa- 
mous old Carmel Mission, which Keith 
has painted and Edith Loring Pierce has 
etched,— the church within whose walls 
Padre Junipero Serra preached. They 
see the old cypresses and pines on Cy- 
press Point,and the wave-worn, fantastic 
sculptures by Santa Cruz. They go to 


Calistoga, and visit the petrified forest, 
with its fallen trees of stone, some half 
buried, with shrubs and trees growing 
through 


the crevices of the broken 











THE BAY, LOOKING WEST, 
trunks. All these things are well worth 
doing: these are truly characteristic 


California scenes. But besides such 
scenes, there is much that is compara- 
tively unknown to the tourist or health- 
seeker in the central counties of Ala- 
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meda, Santa Clara, Santa Cruz, Contra 
Costa, Napa, and Sonoma. In this re- 
gion the most enchanting combination 
of hill and bay, of cultivated lowland 
and wild upland, of city, meadow, marsh, 
orchard, vineyard, pasture, and forest, 
has never received sufficient praise. Far 
towards the south are the bleak Cala- 
veras hills, the shouldered Mission peak, 
the green-circled mountain vales of 
Sunhol and Vallecitos, the Livermore 
ranges folded about that broad and pleas- 





to Rio Grande. 


read, and this in Russian means “ Lib 
erty.” Here an old Russian exile afte: 


many wanderings determined to close 
He came from the Ukraine, 
was a student, a teacher, an agitator, 


his day S. 


hence, before long a wanderer. At on 
time he taught Russian to the Hono: 
able Eugene Schuyler, Minister to Rus 
sia, translator of Russian books, and 
author of an important life of Peter th 
Great. An eccentric, kindly iconoclast, 


this old man, after years of war withthe 





To the east is Brushy Peak, 
dark as if robed in midnight; to the 


ant valley. 


north the mystic and demon-haunted 
Monte Diablo, with its bewitching val- 
leys and orchard-bosomed towns ; to the 
west, beyond the lowlands, the white 
salt fields, the green tules, the gray bay, 
with its rocky islands, lies that royal 
mountain promontory, Tamal- 
pais, purple as wine at the baptismal 
hour of sunset. 

In the Central Coast Range realm of 
hills—this irregular region extending 
from San Pablo Bay southward and north- 
ward twenty-five or fifty miles, as you 
spot 


serene 


choose, there is no more interesting 
than the Russian colony, a hilltop in 
Alameda where a number of persons of 
that nationality have made their homes. 
As one rides up the mountain, through 
the scrub-oak thickets, he sees a cottage 
over whose gables strange letters are 
SVBODA,—thus the signs 


gleaming. 





world, settled down on this rocky height 
to enjoy that for which he had fought so 
long, — SVBODA. Here the famous 
plants of Greece and Russia thrive in 
the mountain soil, and their quaint folk- 
lore is fondly cherished ; here old cus- 
toms, legends, and superstitions still 
exist in this new land; here you may 
rest under the grouping trees and drink 
such mead as the warrior hearts of 
Europe loved in the days when the 
Huns rode 
Volga, when Alaric the Balthi worsted 
Aguileia, and advanced on Rome, when 
the hunger of invasion possessed the 
hearts of the tribes of Teutonic kindred. 
Yes, and you may have such wine as 
they brew, even now, in Attica, or in 
Meanwhile you shall have sto- 
ries of the Grecian Isles, and of the City 
of the Golden Horn, once the Christian 
metropolis, from whose walls Leo the 
Isaurian beat back the Saracen, perhaps 


their Cossack horses across 


Samos. 





[ Dec. 
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me supreme moment to become the 


will tell 
more 


al, so this old enthusiast 
1, of a Pan-Slavic federation, 
ratic than America, 
its land system than 
of the world. And 
co, the parting salute 
BODA be yours forever.” 
At the head of the ravine, a hundred 
rds from the house over whose portals 


more social- 
any other 
as you turn 


“ May 


cin 
intr 


is 


is svboda legend is graven, there is a 
ve inthe limestone. A precipice hangs 
ver it, and another precipice is beneath, 
lhe old exile has cut steps down to the 
ve, and herein, when the outlook from 
ts mouth westward through the 
Golden Gate and upon the blue Pacific, 
wishes his bones to be laid in a crypt 
irved like that of the monks of the 
lhebaid, with symbols of hope and res- 
it the motto of his 
ne and restless life —“ svdoda.” 
California has nothing more beautiful 
mountain lakes,—not only 
it Tahoe, that volcanic abyss filled 
to the brim with azure Alpine water, 
nor Clear Lake, that best-known of the 
northern Coast Range lakes, — but also 
Donner, Webber, Independence, Cas- 
de, Echo, the Shot Gun Lakes, Fallen 
if, and a thousand others of 
1¢ written of as yet in no book, known 
to no tourist, but certain in some near 
ture to become the shrines of many a 
I have stood in the California 
\lps, and counted lake after lake glis- 
ning in the sunlight, —lakes of a few 
ndred feet in circumference, chains of 
ikes made by land slides choking the 
i untain streams, lakes fed by the drip 
f from snow piles and glaciers, and bor- 
‘red with and Alpine f 
Donner Lake is two hundred and seven- 





is 


rection, and over 


in the 





lesser 


crim, 


grass flowers. 
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Francisco, is 


and a half 


tfem San 
and a mile 


ty-one miles 
three miles long, 


wide. Independence is eighteen miles 
from Donner, and six thousand feet 
above the sea-level. Webber Lake isa 


thousand feet higher than Independence, 
and seven miles distant. The beautiful 
Cascade Lake in the Mount Tallac 
region, and is some three hundred feet 
higher than Lake Tahoe. Tahoe 
twenty-five miles long and twelve or fif- 
teen miles wide. Its depth is one thous- 
and seven hundred feet ; and the moun- 
tains rise above it from two thousand to 
five thousand feet. It the Lake 
Geneva of the Pacific Coast. In the 
heart of Yosemiteis Mirror Lake under 
the great rock dome. Sheltered under 
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Whitney, Lassen, and all the more 
famous mountains of California are lakes 
of greater less extent of only local 
fame, yet as worthy to be seen and sung 


or 









and painted as are the most celebrated 
of American mountain lakes. 

The high sage-brush plateaus of 
Modoc, Lassen, and Southern Oregon 
have lakes of another sort, shallow and 
alkaline many of them, but still adding 
a charm to the landscape, especially 
when, as is often the case, heavily tim- 
bered hills surround them. 

The wild game is fast disappearing 
from even the deepest fastnesses of the 
Sierras, but it is not long since one 
could see, in broad daylight, deer cross- 
ing the highways, through the woods, as 
the old Shasta stage turned some sud- 
den curve. It is not long since elk were 
shot on the upper Klamath, and by the 
lakes of the Siskiyou mountains. Qld 
hunter Adams, a man in his way quite 
as shrewd and plucky as “hunter Quar- 
termain,” was once able to shoot elk on 
the San Joaquin plains, and around the 
Sutter Buttes, but those days are now 
gone forever. It was only this summer, 
so I am told, that a party of hunters in 
the upper Coast Range averaged a deer 
aday for each member. But they were 


professionals, and dried the venison for 
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the San Francisco market. It is pro- 
fessionals who have driven the deer to 
the wilder mountains, and have almost 
destroyed the noble elk. 

As for grizzlies, there are plenty of 
them left, and they can hold their own 


pretty well for a while yet. Adams 
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used to say that the grizzly of the Sier- 
ras was a far fiercer and stronger crea- 
ture than the grizzly of the Rockies ; but 
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1 old San Luis trapper I once 
new told me that an Alaskan 
izzly was far the most terrible 
riety of bear on the conti- 
nt, and the Sierra grizzly an 
postle of peace in comparison. 
[he mountain districts of 
California, it must not be for- 
rotten, are immense in extent, 
sparsely settled, and overflow- 
ng with natural resources, but 
ire difficult of access, because 
ierced at only a few points by 
iilroads. The old stage-lines 
vith thethorough-brace coaches 
still “hold the road” over a 
irge part of the State, and they 
vill probably remain longest in 
the northern Coast Range. 
Populous and thriving towns in 
the mountains still welcome 
their daily stage as the only 
medium of communication with 
the rest of the world. The 
main lines of transportation are 
hewn through, either in whole 
or in part, but years must elapse 
before the stage coach era has 
entirely gone from California. 
lo my notion there is noth- 
more beautiful in all Cali- 
rnia than the “hollow lands ” 

t the union of its two great 
The tourist who goes 
to Sacramento, either 
by Benicia or by Stockton, sees 
‘thing of it, except a green 
vaste. But if you wish to havea new 
xperience, you will borrow some duck- 
unter’s rude punt, and press your way 
the narrow channels of this 
<e expanse, the future agricultural em- 
re of California, rich and moist as Hol- 
and. At last you will come to a series of 
marsh-lakes, lonely and lovely, grass-bor- 
ered, and circled by glorious blossoms 
ot purple and orange, and kept from the 
set of the river-floods by ancient Indian 
nounds, which coming antiquarians will 
visit and quarrel over. On the shore of 
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by rail 


ito sea- 
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rHE 


one of the fairest of these lowland lakes 
is acrumbling and moss-gray hut, where 
some one lived thirty or forty years ago, 
when all California throbbed with the 
gold-fever, from Yerba Buena’s sleepy 
embarcadero to the bright cliffs of quartz- 
ribbed Tuolumne. What isthe story of 
the place? Noone knows exactly. But 
boys once tore up the floor of the cabin, 
and found flakes of Tabie Mountain gold, 
easily recognized by experts. Rusted 
to a narrow ribbon of steel, the horn- 
handled blade of a Spanish machete was 
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found by the door. 


pioneers of the region is that in the early 


cio 
days of the mines a young Spaniard and 
his wife came to one of the thriving 
camps, that she left him, and ran away 
with a famous gambler, that for weeks 
the wronged man followed him, till one 
morning the gambler was found dead, 
stabbed to the heart; and lastly, that 
this cup of rest in the heart of the Cal- 
ifornia fen country was the murderer's 
refuge, where he lived unknown for 
years, until the increase of population 
on the river banks some miles distant 
led him to desert his rude cabin. 

But there is another California than 
this of the central and northern coun- 
ties, and still another than that semi- 
tropic region of Los Angeles, San Ber- 
nardino, and = San 
There is a California of the 
desert, as well as a California 


Diego. 


of the garden of Eden. Some 
of it, watered by _ hidden 
springs or by costly irrigation 
systems, will some day be re- 
claimed; some of it will ever 
remain sand, sage-brush, lava, 
silence, and desolation. Yet 
even in the dreary land of 


the south-west, of the Mojave and the Colorado 
deserts, and the unfertile wastes of a large portion of 


to Rio Grande. 


The legend of the 


Arizona and New Mexico, there are rivers as all the 


[ Dec. 


world knows, strange, fluctuating rivers, 
inconstant and dangerous, with their 
quicksands and their currents, but neve: 
theless great rivers, fed by snows, and by 
vast mountain masses, that few besides 
the herder and the prospector have yet 
explored. Such rivers are the Rio Col 
orado, which interested the late B. B. 
Redding so much, that he once said to 
the writer, “I want to spend six months 
along the course of that river.””. Yuma 
isthe point where California and Arizona 
touch, commercially, and no one who 
has ever crossed at that point can for- 
get the yellow Nile-like river, the miles 
upon miles of halft-overflowed willow-bot- 
toms, the high bluffs with their desert 
vegetation, the far-off blue peaks. Asa 
traveler once told me: “It is like the 
Nile as it flows through Nubia; it is the 
Nubian sky and mountains.” 

Once fairly across the California line 
and in the Southwest of the geographies, 
one is in aland that is interesting to the 
botanist and the antiquarian, as well as 
to the cattle-raiser and the miner ; but it 
unfortunately presents its worst features 
to the tourist. Arizona has Alps, and 
so has New Mexico. Both have fertile 
mountain valleys ; both have great agri- 
cultural possibilities ; both belong to the 
realm of the unexplored and unillustrat- 
ed; both are being more closely linked 
commercially with California, buying 
California products, and selling in Cal- 
ifornia markets. New Mexico contains 
over one hundred and 
twenty-one thousand 
square miles; Arizona 
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hundred and 
Each 
itself an empire, far more diversi- 


an area of over one 


teen thousand square miles. 


in its possible industries than even 


inhabitants of these Territories 
W. 

The famous ruin of Casa Grande is 
ribed by Patrick Hamilton, in his 
© on Arizona. He says: 

S é in the valley of the Gila, about five 
h of the rive nd miles below the 
I rence The ruins were first discovered 
le ca, in his journey across the conti- 
were thoroughly explore by Coronado, 
led his expedition northward, two years 
It was then (1540) four stories high, with 
et in thickness. \ it were many 
with portions of their walls yet standing, 
go to prove th t ity of no inconsider 
nensions once existed here AS showing its 
tiquity, it is mentioned thatthe Pima Indians, 
s now, were living in the immediate 
, had no knowledge of the origin or history 
r e, or of the pe who built it. It 
2 ruin as long as tradition existed in the 
when or by whom erected was as much 
ery to the Pimas as to their European vis- 
| hers Kino a M ge visited the Casa 
in 1694 gave etailed description of 
s as they then appeare 


Some day a bright explorer and adven- 
rer will take a canoe and a camera 
trace the ‘Colorado of the West,” 
photographs and writing most 
cinating notes of his journey down 
‘reat river; he will paddle in like 
inner down the Rio Grande, from its 
rings to the Gulf. If he is wise he will 
so launch his canoe on the Sacramento 
the Trinity, the Klamath and the 
Columbia. Long before these voyages 
done he will have the materials fora 
‘kk, and a very successfulone it ought 
be. Even Arizona and New Mexico, 
seems to me, have aside that can only 
studied from the surface of their tur- 

nt and yellow rivers. 
\s for the New Mexico land, thous- 
is of tourists cross it each year, whirl- 
“ west to the orange groves, alfalfa 
elds, and orchards of California, whirl- 
¢ east, again to seek their homes by the 
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Atlantic. They reach the Rio Grande's 
great valley in the dead of night, and 
pass in darkness from mountain wall to 
mesa. They grow weary of the long 
journey and look upon it all as a dread- 
ful bore, a “ weird, wild waste,” the drop- 
curtain of desert before the semi-tropic 
scenes of California. These thousands 
of tourists — good souls — know nothing 
whatever about it. To them New Mex- 
ico is a place where trains run provok- 
ingly slow, and eating stations are dread 
fully far apart, and walls of yellow rock 
loom vast against the horizon, and placid 
Puebl 


( 
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» Indians peddle red and _ black 
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pottery. These things it is —and much 
more besides. 

First, it is a high table land, very re- 
markable in its physical features; peo- 
pled by native races worth study in a 
thousand particulars, and fairly over- 
flowing with unsuspected resources. It 
has a romantic history; early battles, 
conquests, colonies, traders’ caravans 
from St. Louis, Spanish armies from 
Mexico, city-builders of races that dwelt 
here before the proud Aztec reared his 
first teocalis. It is perhaps the most 
unexplored literary field left in the 
United States. Except a few stories of 
the Southwest,— stories of Mexican vil- 
lages and border desperadoes,—— nothing 
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has been as yet written that is entitled 
to serious consideration. 

Under great mountains, where the 
grass grows green, fed by cool springs, 
and where, in high “parks,” are cedar 
and pine forests, the plains of New Mex- 
ico stretch for miles, in dark, lava-scored 
folds. Deepchannels of rivers are hewn 
across ; high, flat “ buttes,” shapen by 
ancient seas, rise above the vast levels; 
deserts, great as California counties, 
alternate with superb natural pastures ; 
in the dark ravines nestle mining camps, 
with quartz-crushers and smelters. New 
Mexico is not a territory; it is an em- 
pire, . 
Let us leave the miner, the speculator, 
the real estate owner, and the health- 
fanatic, to dispute over New Mexican 
climate and resources. The South- 
west and the Pacific Coast has 
climate and to spare, from El Paso 
to Puget Sound. Let “ Picturesque 
New Mexico ” and its Indian Pueb- 
los be our present study. 

It was July when I was last in 
New Mexico, and as yet the spring 
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flowers were just beginning to bloom on 
the high mesas west of the Rio Grande 
Valley, therains had only begun to waken 
the green waves of the mesas east. 
Down in the broad valley, the river, 
yellow with flood, surged past clover 
field and marsh, and Mexican vineyards, 
green and luxuriant, walled in by white 
adobés. Overhead was a sky like the 
sky of upper Egypt,—lucid depths of 
color, amethysts for sunset, and lapis- 
lazuli for noon, and rubies for sunrise. 
Clouds there are none for days, then 
suddenly they come in beautiful armies. 
Thunder storms sweep down from the 
high mountains, rain storms follow the 
great valley’s expanses, and 
ever with broad and noble 
strength Nature works out 
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dians as the Japanese are to the Ainos. 
inshine, this land of sphinx-like si- They own live-stock and lands, which 


r results in this land of gray and 






















nce. they cultivate. They are intelligent, 
rhe railroad crossing New Mexico in industrious, and honest. 
wavering course from the border of Laguna is a fortress on a rocky hill, 


\rizona at Allantown to the Colorado three hundred feet or more above the 
ders at Raton and Antonito pass rea- Rio San José. A snow-clad mountain, 
sonably near many famous spots. South Mt. Taylor, eighteen miles north, rises 
rom Manuelito station near the western 12,000 feet above the sea. The hard, 
orders are the Zuhi mountains and_ yellow sandstone rock is covered with a 
lateau, and the often-described Zuii great group of houses of stone. No 
wn. North from Grants are the Nava- streets; a mass of broken walls, towers, 
s, and northwest are lava beds, the and battlements, where the Pueblans 
ruins of Fort Wingate, and curious fought their Navajo foes a century and 
icanic craters. The wonderful Indian more ago. Worn deep by the feet of 
fortress of Acoma is reached from Mc- the inhabitants, a channel eight inches 
Carty station. Laguna, another noted or so in depth winds up the rocky cliff. 
pueblo, is near the line of the railroad. In 1689 this pueblo was founded by the 
Santa Fé, however, is the historic heart removal of the tribe from some less 
of the Territory, with its old ruins, its secure site. The pueblo elects its offi- 
churches, and forts, and traces of pueb- cers annually, only married men being 
os that Espejo visited three centuries allowed to vote. The nine officers of the 
ago, pueblo form a monthly court, and decide 
[wo of the famous “Pueblos” are all matters of importance, but in case of 
Laguna and Acoma. In New Mexico disagreement tue “Old Men of the 
“pueblo” does not Pueblo” hold powers of impeachment, 
merely meanatown. trial, and punishment. 
It means a commu- Acoma is so poised on a wild cliff 
nal city,—fort,— that the ascent is very difficult. It is 
occupied by that se- five hundred feet above the valley, walled 
date, brave, and in- in like an ancient hill-fort, and genera- 
teresting race, the tions of Indians have worn furrows in 
Pueblo Indians. the rock, as they climbed the almost per- 
They areas superior pendicular crags. Eight hundred or a 
to the California In- thousand people live here, making pot- 
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tery, tending their cattle in the valley 
below, or tilling their communal farm of 
wheat, beans, corn, and melons. 

In all pueblos alike the roofs of the 
houses are covered with drying vegeta- 
bles ; red garments of the women flutter 
in the morning air; the pueblo maidens 
file in Moorish-like procession to the 
wells; the men go forth to 
In all, the survival of 


or 
allotted toil. 
and curious customs is remark- 


spring's 
then 
ancient 
Che Pueblo Indians speak Spanish 
otten 


able. 


and their own and 


at 


hey listen with grave 


language, 
English besides. 
respect to sermon and lecture, but the 
philosophy of their ancestors is sufficient. 
rhe Zuni harvest feast, the Moqui snake 
dances, are examples of customs of which 
each pueblo possesses its peculiar types. 

rhe group of pueblos that center 
about Santa Fé, Apoga, Analco, Tegua, 
and others are probably the oldest in 
the Territory. There is a tradition that 
Montezuma said: 
Aztlan, the pueblo of 


“This province, the 


first of leguayo, 


commands one hundred and two pueblos. 


Near Teguayo there is a great mine, in 
which they cut with stone hatchets the 


cold of my crown.” Espejo, the first 
Spanish explorer of New Mexico, writes 
In 1853 of “ten towns situated on both 
of the (the Grande), 


wherein there were above ten thousand 


river Rio 


sides 


persons.” Their garments were “ of cot- 
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ton and deer skins.” They “tilled great 
gardens,’ and were “a people given to 
labor.”” In what now Bernalillo 
County was the province of “ Tiguez,” 
sixteen towns were situated 
now the Santa Domingo pu 


is 


where 
“ (Ouirez,” 


14,000 inhabitants. 
had “eight market 
places and 20,000 people.”” Jemez, then 
Ameies, contained 30,000 inhabitants, 
so Espejo thought, and Acoma, of which 
we have spoken, some six thousand. He 
also visited Zuii and other large towns. 

If these early accounts are to be 
trusted, and certainly the vast extent of 
the pueblo ruins seems to warrant some 
credence, the population of New Mex- 
ico three centuries ago was far greater 
than it is now. 

The modern Pueblo villages, interest- 
ing as they are, prove less attractive to 
the archzologist than the ruins of elder 
communal buildings, and of still more 
ancient cliff-dwellers. The traditions of 
the Pueblos relate that their ancestors 
‘once lived in scattered houses, but were 
forced by the 
inroads of savage tribes from the north. 
Along the Mancos and San Juan rivers 
and on the western slope of the Zuni 
range there are dozens of ruins of forti- 
fied with a continuous outer 
wall, portholes, and observation towers. 
One near Zuni is on a narrow peninsula 


eblo, contained 
“Cia,” now Zia, 


into close communities 


he uses, 
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of stone, joiningasmall 
mesatothe main table- 
land,admirably chosen 
nd commanding the 
illey on both sides. 
[t contains about two 
jundred and fifty 
woms. The walls are 
if stone dressed toa 
The 


fortress was probably 


uniform surface. 


three stories high, and 


stone outworks still 
further protected it. 
Fifteen miles distant 
s the famous Inscrip- 
whose 


tion Rock, on 


sides are hundreds of 

imes of explorers, 
frontiersmen, and army officers. The ear- 
liest legible date is 1606 and the names 
ire of Spanish explorers. Near the In- 
scription Rock are cliffs in whose sides 
are clusters of cliff dwellers. Detached 
family houses are found near Lamy and 
at old Fort Marcy. Beyond the Rio 
Grande, in Santa Fé county, are many 
ancient cave habitations hewn out of 
the voleanic tufa. The cave-dwellings 
along the cahon of the Colorado have 
been described in many publications, 
ut hundreds of ruins in New Mexico 
ire equally worthy of study. 

Throughout New Mexico the modern 

Pueblo dwellers are liked and respected 
by their white neighbors. They still 
number about ten thousand, the rem- 
nants of war, slavery, and the cruelties 
of Spanish conquerors ; and there is no 
reason why they should not greatly 
increase, and again re-people many de- 
serted towns. Honest, self-supporting, 
iw-abiding, the Pueblo Indian is a type 
{ man worth better education and ulti- 
mate citizenship. 

New Mexican scenery has as its espe- 
ial feature the wild rock masses, highly 
lored, and marvelously shapen_ by 

titanic natural forces; the deep gorges, 
such as Caton Diablo, hewn in solid 
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rock ; the rivers of lava and basalt ; and 
the towers and flat-topped island-like 
mountains that lie in the sea-like sands. 
But nothing in New England is stranger 
or more weird than the Navajo church, 
with its twin masses of weather-worn 
stone, great as a cathedral, and clothed 
with a thousand Indian legends. 

The missions of the lower Rio Grande 
region, founded between 1716 and 1791 
in and around San Antonio, on the 
Texan side, by the Franciscan fathers, 
haveseldom been illustrated ordescribed. 
They are by far the most interesting 
remains of the Spanish era on the soil 
of the United States. The San Antonio 
Valero Mission Church became the 
famous Alamo, the “ Thermopylz of the 
Texan republic.” Mission Concepcion 
is two miles from the city, and two miles 
belowis the Mission San José de Aguayo, 
with its wonderful carvings. The prin- 
cipal doorway is about thirty-five feet 
high. Fronting the semi-circular dome 
are sculptured fruits and leaves. Above 
the keystone of the arch is a statue rep- 
resenting the Virgin; above this, again, 
are sacred carvings, a statue of St. Jo- 
seph, and friars in the Franciscan habit. 
These were the work of a celebrated 
Spanish artist, Huica, who was sent from 
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Spain to carve 
them. 

There are in all 
seven missions, 
distant from one 
to fifty leagues 
from San Anto- 
nio, all worth vis- 
iting and all in 
ruins, but far 
more impressive 
ruins than any 
others in the 
Southwest. Fath- 
er Antonio, who 
led nine Francis- 
can friars to the 
Rio Grande in 
1716, was the Ju- 
nipero Serra of 
Texas, but Catho- 
lic priests labored 
among the Indi- 
ans of the region 
as early as 1554. 
By Indian labor 
the padres built 
the missions, dug 
miles of 
quias,” or water 
ditches, through 
the broad Rio 
Grande Valley, 
and planted their 
vineyards and 
gardens. But Co- 
manches and Apaches united to drive 
out the Spanish colonists in the days of 
Governor Cavallos and of Sandoval. the 
soldier of the frontier. Every dwelling 
on the Rio Grande became a fortress, 
and every town a refuge in times of 
raids. Hale’s “Philip Nolan” gives a 
realistic and accurate description of the 
Spanish rule on the Rio Grande in 
that most important district where the 
Old and New Mexico 


““ace- 





Texas and the 
frontiers meet. 

Along the frontiersmen’s “Old San 
Antonio Road” from northern Mexico 
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to Texas, for a hundred and fifty years, 
trapper, merchant, adventurer, peon 
and grandee went to and fro, and Coman 
ches lay in wait, and tragedy and com 
edy alternated in that strange, Orienta 
past no more to be seen on the conti 
nent. Spain and France were both her 
two centuries ago struggling for vic- 
tory. Slowly the men of Tennessee, 
Kentucky, and the earlier Southwest, 
with leaders like Bent, Houston, and 
Kit Carson, came into the valley, and 
climbed its great gray bluffs and took 
possession while Astoria was _ being 
planted by the foresight of the founde: 
of the Astor family, and while Oregon 
was slowly passing from the domination 
of the Hudson Bay Company. 
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Years passed away, and California 
gold peopled the Pacific Coast, and cre- 
ated a State; the gold miners of Califor- 
nia, leaving the exhausted “surface dig- 
gings’’ of the old Sierra camps, began to 
prospect the vaster areas of the South- 
west. In 1847, when the Guadalupe 
Hidalgo Treaty was made, there was 
not a single white man in the Territory 
from the Gila to the boundaries of Utah 
and New Mexico. The Gadsden Pur- 
chase of 1854 added forty thousand 
square miles to our national domain. 
In 1856 the Poston expedition from San 








ere en 








oo ele Na 





1888. ] 


Antonio entered the Southern 
egion to search for legendary 
ilver mines. Forts were estab- 
shed, mining companies organ- 
ed, and the development of the 
Southwest was fairly begun. 
[hen came the Civil War, the 
vithdrawal of troops, stoppage of 
mail routes,and the fierce descent 
f the Apaches upon every min- 
r’s cabin, from the Rio Grandeto 
the Rio Colorado, until every bus- 
iness enterprise was destroyed. 
In May, 1862, the “California 
Volunteers,” marching overland, 
drove out Hunter’s Texans, and 
reconquered the Territory, which 
then included both Arizona and 
New Mexico. Indian raids and 
the white men’s reprisals and 
irsuits, rich mineral discoveries, 
ind the founding of hundreds of 
“camps,” lastly the railroad era, 
nd now, with more stable indus- 
tries a great and very interest- 
ig horticultural development, — 
these are salient features of New 
Mexican and Arizona history since 1862. 
\mericans are gaining control there. 
lhe border ruffian is being civilized out of 
xistence. Fifty years from now, though 
there will still be deserts and miles of 
icti, and wildernesses of lava, as now, 
there will be large and prosperous farm- 
communities. Careful use of rain- 
and river supply will restore the 
Southwest of the pre-historic agricultur- 
ists, who dug the great ditches that now 
dry in the tropic sun. The Colorado 
will become the Nile of the Southwest ; 
Rio Grande will be its Euphrates. 
Last of all, the important problem 
s: Which way does the Southwest 
in? Is it of the current that drifts 
Chicago and New York, or do its in- 
rests draw it towards San Francisco? 

\ few years ago, when the Southern 
icific had just built through to San 
\ntonio and on to New Orleans, it 
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looked as if the social and business tides 
were all running towards New York. 
But now the drift is different ; Western 
Texans, New Mexicans, and Arizonians 
like to deal with Californians and Ore- 
gonians. They “come inside” now and 
then, by which they mean coming to the 
Pacific Coast. I met a Rio Grande 
man lately at Los Angeles, and he said : 
“ Had to come inside to get a breath of 
sea air; when I sell my mine I'll settle 
down in California.”” The region west 
of the Texan frontier looks to San Diego, 
Los Angeles, San Francisco as its nat- 
ural outlet on the sea, not to the Guif 
at Galveston, nor to the Lakes at Chi- 
cago. And the commerce of the great 
Southwest, with its mines, its forests, its 
pastures, and its valleys, is worth much 
to the Pacific Coast, and will be worth 
much more. 
Charles H. Shinn. 
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HYDRAULIC MININ 
Tue hydraulic mines of California 
have attracted the attention of all writ- 
ers upon mining subjects. The hand- 
ling of large masses of gold-bearing 
gravel was never in any other country 


carried to such perfection, and the his- 
tory of the development of this industry 
from the rude appliances of early days 


cannot fail t interesting to the 


reneral 

Phe | 
intel involved in hydraulic aides are 
numerous and important. The miners 
of the Sierras have dealt with immense 
natural 
it 


to prov = 
reader. 
and me- 


roblems of engineering 


and have accomplished 
But althou 


visited the gold re 


forces, 
oh writers 
of 


de- 


al results. 


gigs 


who 


ic 
lave 
California have perhaps sufficiently 


-1ONS 


scribed the appearance of the mines and 
the salient features of the hydraulic Sys- 
tem, little nothing respecting the 
practical side of hydraulic work has 
appeared in print. For this reason there 
seems to be room for a plain and accur- 
ate description of the methods and ma- 
chinery used in this system of mining, 
illustrated as minutely as possible, from 
working drawings made 


or 


to scale. 


The historians of mining trace the 
essential ideas involved in hydraulic 
mining to a very ancient date. Pliny, 


for instance, writes about quartz mining 
and placer mining. Then he speaks of 
conducting water in trenches from the 





highest mountains in order to wash out 
the gold, and adds: 

New trenches must be dug in the plaina e foot 
f the mine, whi form several beds for the falling 
of the torrent from height to height, until i 
charges itself into the sea. But to preven 
the gold from being carried off with the current, they 
y at proper distances goo ims of ilex, a sort of 
shru which cat hes the g ld. Cheb inches 
used on this occasion are dried and then burned. 
After this the ashes are washed, and the gold is gath 
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ILLUSTRATED.—I. 


The primary principle involved in 
securiug gold by the modern hydraulic 
process is that of gravitation. It pro 
ceeds upon the supposition that 
being of a specific gravity greater than 
that of any other substance with which 
it may be mingled, will be precipitated 
upon the bottom of the flumes usedgand 
there coming into contact with quicksil- 
ver, will be coated with it. One part 
thus coated adheres to others similarly 
coated, mass of 
particles thus 
formed, present ™ a less area of surface 
to the action of the water, as compared 
with its weight. 
said to gather 1 
flakes of | 
swept away by the current. 

The famous placer mines of California 
were worked from the early days of ‘48 
and ’49; first, for a very brief period by 
“pick, pan, and shovel”’; next by roc k- 
ers; and afterwards by small sluices. 
Until the hydraulic system was intro- 
duced, no claim or mine used more than 
forty or fifty inches of water, — miners’ 
inches, which will be described at length 
in a later paragraph. In working the 
small pioneer sluices where the banks 
were low, the bottom was first worked 
out by pick and shovel, and the top 
allowed to fall in. A 
stream of water was then turned on to 
wash the dirt off through the sluice 
boxes. These boxes contained “riffles,” 
or small strips of wood fastened across 
the bottom of the box, and two or three 
between the riffles quick- 
the 
After some years the practice of using 
powder for breaking down and pulveriz- 
ing the banks before throwing the earth 
into the sluice became general, and is 
still efficiently in hydraulic work. 


gold 


icle 


promer ited 
am 


and an ag 
called 
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ami ilg 


The quicksilver is thus 
the 
gold which would otherwise be 


up or “save” small 


cave, or small 


inches apart ; 


silver was placed for saving gold. 


used 
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he modern California hydraulic sys- 
as applied to mining is peculiarly 
.erican in the way it deals success- 
with great forces. It consists in 
ving auriferous earths by heavy 
ums of water under great pressure. 
- entire face of a high bank down to 
l-rock can be torn down and swept 
vay by water applied through the sys- 
n of pipes, nozzles, sluices, etc., as 
scribed in the course of this article. 
In some parts of California the 
draulic system has been applied to 
seam diggings,” which consist of de- 
mposed shales and slates, trending as 
ts in the country rock. In some 
s the slates and shales have become 
soft that water under high pressure 
remove them. When hard streaks 
ur, blasting powder is used. In this 
| of hydraulic mining, the sluice 
xes used have unusually steep grades, 
fifteen or eighteen inches in twelve 
et, when from four to ten inches is 
ordinary grade. In bank-washing, 
usual form of hydraulic work, the 
ter dislodges and disintegrates the 
iterial against which it is thrown, and 
ves it through channels natural or 
ficial. 
lhe most extensive hydraulic mining 
has been along the gold-bearing 
nel the old Pliocene rivers of 
ifornia, —dead_ streams that 
ved nearly from north to south at an 
nation of from seventy-five to one 
lred feet a mile. 
, has left traces of its former exist- 
on the hills below the gravel ridges 
wints several hundred miles inland, 
several hundred feet above the Pacific 
in. Portions of California are crossed 


s of 


once 


The Phocene sea, 


irious directions by the ancient river 
m known as the “Great Blue 
Its channels have been profita- 
mined and worked for gold for many 
The have cut 
es or cahons from fifteen hundred to 
nty-five hundred feet in depth, cross- 
the ancient ones east and west, and 
XII, 37. 


modern rivers 
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so portions of the ancient river channels 
have been exposed, permitting the great 
system of hydraulic mining for which 
California is celebrated. 

The beds of the channels of the 
ancient rivers are situated from one 
thousand to one thousand five hundred 
feet higher than the beds of the present 
living rivers, and they are from several 
hundred to several thousand feet in 
width. Gold is disseminated through 
this entire deposit, the gravel being 
richest in gold near the bottom or “ bed 
rock.” The gravel strata will yield from 
two cents to five dollars per cubic yard, 


and large nuggets weighing several 
pounds are occasionally found. The 
general average is of course lower; 


from carefully kept records and numer- 
ous calculations trom many mines the 
average is given as from three to 
twenty-five cents per cubic yard. The 
are rare when the results on a 
large scale have exceeded these amounts 
from the surface to the bed rock. As 
for the amount of gravel moved, the 
material washed down bya number of 
claims through several seasons was 77,- 
500,000 cubic yards, and the gross yield 
was $10,000,000, the gravel hence pay- 
ing about thirteen cents per cubic yard. 

The color of the ground in the upper 
part of the deposit is generally red and 
white, and near the bottom or bed rock 
is of a deep blue and sometimes even 
green. The gravel is often cemented 
together, and when such is the case it 
requires blasting before it can be worked. 
The depth of gravel, as demonstrated by 
prospect shafts and practical workings 
along the course of the channel, is usu- 
ally from 25 to 350 feet, the lower 
stratum being commonly known as 
“blue gravel.”’ 

The material, after being dislodged 
and disintegrated by the action of water, 
is washed into sluices, and the gold there 
retained by amalgamation with quick- 
silver, in connection with riffles, blocks, 
and other appliances to be described. 


cases 
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There are four pre-requisites in con- 
nection with paying hydraulic mining: 

1. Good “ pay-gravel.” 

2. Sufficient fall to run off the mater- 
ial on lower ground or into a ravine. 

3. Water in sufficient quantity and 
with sufficient head, or pressure, to work 
advantageously. 

4. Sufficient space in 
which to lodge or safely 
dispose of the detritus or 
“ debris.” 

The water sheds are all 
brought into use by so unit- 
ing them that their entire 
yield of water may be util- 
ized and properly concen- 
trated at the mine. This 


. AN 
by selecting some A. ?4A™ 


is done 


deep gorge or valley of a 8. PROTE: 


sufficient elevation above 
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enclose about thirty square miles of 
country that pours its drainage directly 
into the reservoir. ; 

When a location has been selected, 
the storage capacity of the same is made 
available by erecting a bulkhead or dam 
at its outlet, of sufficient height and 
strength to retain a given quantity of 
water. 

These dams vary in form, and the 
plans in use are as numerous as the en- 
gineers who are engaged to plan them. 

One kind of structure is shown in 
plate 2, forming a reservoir 9o feet high, 
and represented as holding in place 9o00,- 
000,000 cubic feet, or nearly 7,000,000,- 
000 gallons of water, and to resist when 
full a pressure of about 12,000 tons 
against the dam. 

At the bottom 
in plate 3, are located the head-g 
which admit of the water being 
charged from the reservoirs in such quan 
tities as may be required for the carry 
ing capacity of the flumes below. 

These head gates are placed near the 
base of the dam, and are of variou, 


of this dam, at point D, 
gates ; 


dis- 


“R PLAN. 


RESERV O 












the mining claims for stor- 


age, into which the water 
shed, must pour its drain- 
age, forming reservoirs, 


some of immense capacity 

The illustration shows a 
reservoir formed by the 
dam Bb, and the catchment 
area represented by the 
dotted lines is intended to 
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The following 
is a sketch of one that 
has given satisfaction. 


devices. 
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A, A, are 16-inch 

B isa cast iron box 
6x2x2. There are gates 
with lifts. The 
water leaving these head 
ites may be discharged 


A, 


pipes. 
screw 


oir, out of which it can be measured by 
a measuring box or over a weir. 

In hydraulic mining the amount of 
water is calculated in “ miners’ inches.” 
lhere is, however, no generally recog- 
nized standard of a miner’s inch of water 
in California. The only legal reference 
to the inch of water in California is con- 
tained in Section 1415 of the Civil Code, 
and this applies only to the appropria- 


nof water. It reads, “He claimsthe 





PLATES 4 


AND 5S. 


directly into the flume or into a reser- and standard of pressure or height of 


water above the slot is six inches, the slot 
being cut in a one and a half inch plank. 
For measuring small quantities of 
water the following plan is adopted: 
The water is introduced into a meas- 
uring box. This box is simply a level 
platform of plank (A) made water-tight, 
and of any desired dimensions, say ten 
feet by ten feet, with the side (B) of 
plank fourteen inches high. (Plate 7.) 
Instead of cutting slots or apertures 
in these sides, the bottom edges 








SIDE 


- to the extent of [giving the num- 
ber] inches, measured under a four-inch 
ssure.”” The inch of water, however, 

; based upon the quantity that will pass 
hrough an aperture one inch square, 
with any given head or pressure above 
the top of the aperture. Through an 
iperture one inch high and ten inches 
ng would bea measure of ten inches of 
The quantity of 
that will pass 
hrough this slot, is de- 
ndent upon two condi- 
ns: one, the height of 
water, or the pressure 
ve the top of the ap- 


water, 


vater 





(BB) do not touch the platform by 
one inch between the platform and 
the bottom edge of the side plank, 
through which the water passes out- 
ward, and is thus measured. The 
bottoms of the sides are thusdivided 
into spaces of one inch high by twenty 
inches or more in length, separated only 
by the posts (C) that support the sides, 

It is evident that these apertures can 
be closed at will. If one hundred inches 
of water be required, five of these aper- 
tures are left open and the others closed. 
Water is admitted to the box through a 
gate in the center of the bottom of the 





ture; and second, the 
ckness of the plank — - 
ugh which the slot 4 


The 


iperture is cut. 

















re generally accepted 


dae of measurement 





‘MEASURING SOX. 


PLATE 7. 













(ess es 








PLATI 


platform (D) until it maintains a constant 
height or pressure above the top of the 
apertures of six inches. The quantity 
of water that will pass through the five 
20-inch openings will be called one hun- 
dred inches, “ miner’s measurement.” 
rhis is the standard of the South Yuba 
Canal Company, and is perhaps more 
generally recognized than any other. 

The North Bloomfield Gravel Mining 
Company’s method and standard is as 
follows: An aperture 12x1234 inches, 
with a head or pressure of six inches 
above the top of aperture, will discharge 
two hundred inches of water; viz, one 
inch equals 2,230 cubic feet. 

The standard and method of the 
Eureka Lake Company is a six-inch 
pressure or head over a two-inch aper- 
ture. This will discharge 2,267 cubic 
feet per square inch of aperture every 
twenty-four hours. 

Under the above conditions the inch 
of water will equal very nearly 2,000 
cubic feet in twenty-four hours. 























The above description is intended sim- 
ply to illustrate the method by which the 


of water is established. If the 


inch 
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aperture be two 
inches high with 
the same pres 
sure above thx 
top, more thar 
double the quan 


i zz 
] 7 
tity of water will 


pass through it than through the one 





inch aperture. 

But no matter what the size or form 
of the opening or the pressure, the 
quantity of water passing through it, in 
miner’s inches, is referred to the base 
SIX 


or standard measure of inches 
head over a one-inch 
aperture. 

Thus, if the aper 
ture be 2x20 inches, 
that is 40 square in- 
ches, it would prob- 
ably pass more than 
45 inches of water. 
It must be remem- 
bered that different 
water companies 
adopt different stan- 
dards, and that the 
above applies only 
to those who adopt 
the standard of a six- 
inch over 
an inch aperture. 

Some companies 
adopt for a standard 


pressure 


pressure 





a six-inch 
over a two-inch aperture. In this in- 
stance, of course, the inch of water would 
be more than if measured by the stan- 
dard of the South Yuba Canal Company. 
In other instances as low as a four-and 
one-half-inch pressure over a one-inch 
In such instances 
In gen 


aperture is adopted. 
the inch of water would be less. 
eral terms the inch of water varies in 
different parts of the State from 1,80 
to 2,230 cubic feet in twenty-four hours 

From the measuring box the water 
flows through flumes and ditches to its 
point of final use. These flumes and 
ditches vary in length from ten to one 
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ndred miles. 
't course onesys- 
1 of 
y, and usually 
s, supply a 
mber ot differ- 


t mines. 


ditches 


The aggregate 
nethof themain 
ralsandditches 
California, mainly built for hydraulic 
ning, is nearly six thousand miles, ex- 
isive of nearly one thousand miles of 
sidiary ditches. At least twenty-five 
lion dollars are invested in these 
provements alone. Large sums have 
so been spent in opening and fitting 
t mining claims and bringing them 
» condition to work. One hundred 
illion dollars would be an approximate 
stimate of the value of the hydraulic 
mines with their ditches 
*\ < and improvements. 


4» , The flumes, which form 
vA E ) 
| > \\, part of these canals, 
" x . . 
( ) when excavation is not 
\ SA \ advisable, are of wood, as 


shown in cut 8. 
The grade of the flume 
bout ten feet per mile, and where 
side-hills or rocky slopes are met 
are often constructed as shown in 
) 

[he size of the flume varies with the 
int of water to be conveyed, and 
the grade on which they may be 

When perpendicular cliffs are met 
for short distances, pipes and some- 
s flumes are suspended from their 

s, as shown in plate Io. 

n pins are set in the solid rock at 
p of the cliff. Iron brackets are 

nded from two-inch holes drilled at 

ngle of 50 degrees in solid rock 2 

t deep. A suspension rod, (B) witha 
-buckle at (C) is used. There isa 
iy (E) on top of the pipe. This is 
shown on an enlarged scale in II. 


lor the purpose of an outlet to waste 
ter, or to cut off the supply at the 
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mine, in case of necessary repairs below, 
waste gates are introduced along the 
line of the conduit, as shown in figure 12. 

When ditches can be built at a less 
cost than the wooden flumes, they are 
usually made as shown in plates 13 
and 14. The grade is twelve or fifteen 
feet per mile. The ditch is graded in 





from the slope pegs 6 inches to 30 
inches. 

Ditches are built of the following 
dimensions and grades in various parts 
of California: 


Cipacity 
Top Bott Depth Grade. inches 
S$", ft. 5 ft 7% 1 I2 in. to 16 it 3,200 
) } y 12 sa 25 3,00 
3 2 25 3,000 
5 4 9 25” 1,700 

> ‘ = - 
1 3 I3 25 2, 500 

és . 46 ‘ a ‘ ‘sé 

9 ( 4 7 Pe) 3,000 


All trees within fifteen or twenty feet 
of the upper edge of the bank are cut 
down; logs and brush are removed from 
the lower bank. 
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When valleys or 
the country are to be crossed, 
impossible to follow around on the neces- 


creat depressions of 
and it is 


sary grade, piping is often resorted to, 

as shown in plate 15. 
One hydri wulic 1 minins 

Cherokee Flat,’ of 


ge company “ The 


Mining 
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The pipe has a 
diameter of thir- 
ty inches, is over 
two miles in 
length, and is 
constructed of 


the best boiler 
iron, the heav- 
iest size being 


three-eighths of 
an inch thick. 

As plate 16 will 
show, the pipe on 
one side is one hundred and fifty vertical 
feet higher than the pipe on the other 
side, where the water is discharged, so 
that there is a head of one hundred and 
fifty feet. 


The water, however, during its great- 











than the lowest point 
where the crossing is 
made. 

A sheet-iron pipe receives the water, 
carrying it down the slope of the moun- 
tains to the bottom, thence up the oppo- 
to a vertical height of eight 
whence the 


site side 
hundred and thirty feet, 
water is discharged ; 
flume and carried to the miners for use. 













iain intoa ditch or 


AIR VALVES 
BLOW-OFFS «= « 


Yuba County, over- \ P 
came a depression ol os o—. » — ce ancl on 4 = 
between 800and 1000 Se==qy_ 7 foume 
feet with piping. The : tA mon he i’ ~ 
water is carried in a a. - zh ~— 600 
ditch or flume to a ee i ee « = 
point on one side of nq 3 ase : 
the depression nine yy, \- 2 Ss _ | 206 
hundred and eighty ¥, | 2 ow ae 

vertical feet higher 


AT ALUHMIGH POINTS 
Luw te 


PLATE 16, 


est supply and heaviest discharge, never 
rose more than fifty feet on the one side 
over the point of its discharge on the 
other side, and was there estimated equai 
to 1500 inches, miners’ measure. This 
pipe was sustaining the greatest press- 
ure of any in the world up to 1872,when 
a project for conveying 
water across a valley in 
the State of Nevada was 
inaugurated. 

The above illustration 
will give an idea of the 
country over which this 


undertaking was carried 















out, as it shows a profile 
of the pipe. 
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[he x marks indicate the location of 
The oe marks represent the 
The figures on the side of 
the number of 
der various pressures. 


iow ffs. 
valves. 
used 


iron 


ime show 














The perpendicular column of figures 
1m 100 to 1,700 indicates the pressure 

n the pipe at the point where the par- 
| lines strike the profile. The inlet 

is an elevation above the outlet of four 
hundred and sixty-five feet, only three 
indred feet of which are used. This 
ad carries two million gallons or about 
hundred miners’ inches of water 
rough the pipe every twenty- 
hours, its fullest capacity 
eing about 2,300,000 gallons or 


A [20 miners’ inches. When the 
vater is running with its present 
ipply it has a pressure of 1,720 
: feet perpendicular or 700 pounds 
the squareinch. Underatest the pres- 
sure was brought up to 800 pounds to the 
? square inch without injuring the pipe. 


fore shipment from the foundry the 
ye stood a pressure of 1,400 pounds to 
‘ square inch. 

j rhe great difficulty in bringing the 


{ val 
essity of crossing a valley several 
iles in width, with steep and precip- 


er over the proposed route was the 








is sides, where the pipe in the shape 
in inverted syphon would have to 


stain 
rpendicular. 


_ ag LAT IR 
> 


a pressure of over 1,700 feet 
The work was entered 


Mr. Herman Schussler, who feel- 
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ing assured of the practicability of the 
plans, commenced operations in the 
spring of 1872. The requisitions for iron 
and rivets of ten different 
numbers of the Birmingham gauge, 
graduated from No. 16 to No. o. 

During the first month that the water 
was turned through the pipes, great dif- 
ficulty was experienced with the lead 
joints in the pipe, on account of expan- 
sion and contraction, but by the applica- 
tion of proper apparatus hereinafter 
described the pipe was made perfectly 
tight and safe. 

Plate 18 shows one of these lead joints 
which is made between pipes of 26 feet, 
2inchesin length. A is a wrought iron 


consisted 


collar always one-sixteenth of an inch 
thicker than the thickness of the iron in 
the pipe connected. 

The collar is five inches wide. 


There 





is a play of three-eighths of an inch be- 
tween the inside of the collar and the 
outside of the pipe. is the lead which 
runs in and is then corked up tight 
from both sides, the thickness being 
three-eighths of an inch. C isa nipple 
of No. 9 iron riveted in one end of each 
pipe by means of six three-eighths inch 
rivets. 

The above plate (19) shows the elbow 
used for the purpose of making short 
curvesin theline of the pipe around rocky 
bluffs, through sharp cafions, etc. <A, a 
are angle irons riveted on the pipe on 
the outside of the curves, which by 
means of iron straps are connected with 
the corresponding angle iron on the next 
pipe. 

Plate 20 shows the manner in which 
the pipes and elbows are strapped to- 
gether whenever the curve is sufficiently 
short to require this precaution against 
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an outward movement. The strap 4 is 
put on the outside of the curve to 
strengthen the pipe. 

Plate 21 shows the blow-off that is 





used in every low place, indicated in the 
profile by an x. 

Plate 22 shows the self-acting air valve 
used at every high point on the line of 
pipe. When the water is on, the valve 
a is kept wide open, the small valve c is 
shut, while the valve 4 is shut by the 
pressure. If any air accumulates in the 
pipe on the elevation where this air-cock 
is placed, it is occasionally blown off by 
opening the cock ¢. Should a break 
occur in the main pipe line at a point 
lower than the air-cock and within its 
district, the valve @ falls down and 
admits the air into main pipe, so as to 
prevent a vacuum and consequent col- 
Should the valve 6 
get out of order, the valve a is shut, and 
the valve étaken off andrepaired. After 
a break in the main line is repaired and 
the water let on again, the valve @ being 


lapse of the pipe. 






AipXR.2 T° 
“s f 1D, < 
a tom 
ara 
pal SELEACTING 
é 4 AIR VALVE, 
‘) 


down or open, the air rushes out, the 
stem being weighted down bv the weight 


dso as only to close when the solid 


water begins to rush out. 
Plate 23 shows the method of tighten- 
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ing leaky lead joints. A shows the clas; 
and its application for forcing back th 
lead where it may have worked out o1 
account of the longitudinal working of 
the pipe by expansion and contraction 
This is shown both in perspective and in 
cross section. The clamp dis used t 
keep the lead in place after it has been 
forced back by clamp a. Cand 6 show 
a side view and elevation of clamp a. 

ll the iron pipe used is coated insid 
and out witha mixture of asphaltum and 
coal tar thoroughly boiled together, each 
separate piece being plunged and rolled 
about in a bath of this mixture for from 
seven to ten The 
diameter of the pipe is 11% inches, and 
its entire weight about seven hundred 


seconds. 





Nearly one million 


tons. rivets were 
used to manufacture it, and thirty-five 
tons of lead were required in making the 
joints. 

At the point of heaviest pressure the 
iron is No. 0, (five-sixteenths of an inch 
thick), and is hot riveted with five-eighths 
inch rivets, there being a double row on 
the straight seam, and a similar row on 
the round 


ually decreases as the ground rises to 


seam. The pressure grad- 


the east and west, and the iron decreases 
in thickness from five-sixteenths to one- 
sixteenth of an inch toward both inlet 
But in its course to the out- 
many 


and outlet. 
let, it having to cross a great 
spurs and sags, the iron varies contin- 
ually according to the pressure. 

We have thus traced the water from 
its gathering in the mountains 
most of its trip to the mine. The remain- 
ing problems of the journey and the 


over 


average 
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table. As I left the building 
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methods of using the water to wash out 
the gold will be explained at another 
time. These articles are written with 
the hope that this simple record may be 
of service to some, and place on record 
what the hydraulic miners have done. 
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The writer claims nothing original, and 
acknowledges valuable assistance and 
information from the many engineers of 
hydraulic mines, and more especially the 
Messrs. Robinson, of North Bloomfield, 
and Mr. Herman Schussler. 

Irving M. Scott. 





BLESSED RAIN. 


Dust and ashes, 


— desolation 


Long has lain upon my field: 
What the hope of any yield ? 
How could sad imagination 


Picture what the 


free oblation 


Of the showers has revealed, — 
Chis upspringing new creation ? 


THE STORY OF SPONT. 


ONE evening as I was busily reading at 


the Public Library, I was recalled to the 


nities of time and place by a touch and 
the announcement that it was time to 
ive. My informant was an old, spec- 
led gentleman with a scholarly look, 
hom I had noticed half reading, half 
ireaming, at the further end of the 
g, the old 
ntleman fell into step with me and 
walked Broadway toward the 
rain. 


down 


He was a stranger to the Coast, he 





a. I . Eldredge. 


ANEOUS COMBUSTION. 


said, traveling for his health, which had 
been ruined by close application to bus- 
iness and study. Finding that my read- 
ing for the evening had been in the line 
of his specialty, he entered into a eulogy 
of chemistry, followed by a series of 
prophecies of the future development 
of that science. 

From hints that he let fall I sus- 
pected that he had spent years in en- 
deavoring to discover some chemical 
fact or law of which he had an inkling. 
My questions were framed to draw him 
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out and were soon successful, for when 
we reached Ninth Street my companion 
said: 

“Let us turn off Broadway, and if you 
will listen I will tell you the history of 
my life and chemical researches.” 

It had begun to rain, so we took shel- 
ter in a deep doorway, where the old gen- 
tleman, whom [ shall call Mr. Ross, 
began his story. 

“When I was a junior in the New 
York School of Mines, the lecturer on 
chemistry was old Professor Reinhart. 
One day in the “lab” he told the class 
that years before he had made a wonder- 
ful discovery. [t was a process of treat- 
ing combustible material so that it 
would burst into flames at any future 
time agreed upon, the time to depend 
upon the proportions of the composition 
used. 

“We had great respect for the Pro- 
fessor’s knowledge, but any such ‘spon- 
taneous combustion’ nonsense as that 
was too much. Well, but the Professor 
wished to perform the experiment before 
the class, that we might be convinced. 
We were willing, of course, so he took 
a piece of tow, the time was appointed 
at the middle of the lecture hour on the 
following day, and he retired to his pri- 
vate lab. 

“The men talked it over and decided 
that it was a trick either to enforce 
something that the Professor would tell 
us, or to teach us to look out for cir- 
cumstances that might invalidate the 
results of original work. We appointed 
Alec McDowell, my chum, to have 
charge of the tow after it was prepared. 
Alec was a keen young Scotchman and 
a match for any trickster, off the stage 
or on. In fact, he had completely 
spoiled several spiritual seances only a 
few weeks before. Professor Reinhart 
was a plodding old German chemist, so 
we had no fear of his being too much 
for Alec. We'd learn what was in- 
tended, but if any ‘funny business,’ as 
you youngsters call it, was attempted, 
we ‘d have a laugh at its failure. 





[ Dec. 





“Tn perhaps fifteen minutes the Pro- 
fessor returned, bringing the tow in a 
drying dish. It had slightly changed its 
color, and under a glass appeared to 
carry minute crystals between its fibres. 
An almost imperceptible vapor rose 
from the dish, showing that a solution 
had been evaporated from it. This vapor 
had an odor different from that of any 
reagent known to us. 

“The Professor said the tow should be 
sealed, but not hermetically, in a jar. 
Alec selected a large graduated cylinder 
with pouring lip, into which the tow was 
dropped. An evaporating dish was in- 
verted over the cylinder, a piece of heavy 
paper stretched over the whole top, per- 
forated, to allow free passage for air, 
and sealed with wax bearing the impress 
of Alec’s sleeve button. The cylinder 
was then locked in the gas chimney, and 
with great ceremony the door was sealed 
from top to bottom with numerous sleeve 
buttons and watch charms. 

“ The next day when we assembled the 
Professor was calm and confident, we 
were anxious and excited. The gas 
chimney had not been opened, the seals 
on the jar were intact. The jar was 
placed on the laboratory table in plain 
sight of all, and the regular lecture be- 
gan. 

“Two minutes before the appointed 
time every watch was out, every eye on 
the jar; the room became perfectly quiet ; 
the Professor leaned forward, his eyes 
intent on the tow with a wild look in his 
face, which we all remembered after- 
ward. A wreath of smoke, atiny tongue 
of flame on the extreme edge of the tow, 
and then the jar was filled with fire.” 

Mr. Ross stopped and took off his hat. 
His face was dushed ; he had been speak- 
ing excitedly the last few moments. 

“Do you wonder why I grow excited 
when [ tell that part of my story?” he 
said. “I have given forty years of my 
life and a large fortune to see that thing 
again. but that is the rest of my story. 

“We all stepped down from our raised 
seats to examine the queer, variegated 
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flames that filled the jar, and to congrat- 
ulate the Professor. All but Alec: he 
remained in his seat, his fingers in his 
hair, his head bowed, and ¢Azx% written 
ll over him. 

‘‘When we had returned to our seats, 
the Professor unrolled several diplomas 
from societies certifying to the genuine- 
ness of the discovery. There was one 
from the Deutsche Chemischen Gesell- 
schaft, one from the Société Chemique, 
one from the Royal Society, and others. 
All contained clauses warning the dis- 
coverer against making his secret public 
property, for fear of the direful conse- 
quences of its use by unscrupulous per- 
‘Just think,’ said the Professor, 
‘I might distribute a thousand piles of 
tow in this city, all arranged to blaze at 
midnight a week fromtonight. The tow 
might be tucked in cracks between 
boards, or any other place, and who 
could avert entire destruction of the 
city when the appointed time came ?’ 

“ He would tell us nothing more of it, 
except that it was very simple, and 
might be re-discovered by any of us. 

“ He pushed aside the jar and resumed 
his lecture, when the college bell gave 
that hurried clank that warns even dumb 
beasts of danger. 

“The building was on fire. 
dred men, many of them crowded in lec- 
ture rooms, others surrounded by pow- 
erful chemicals, corrosive and explosive, 
in that high old college, the stairs nar- 
row and winding. 

“In a moment we were in the corridor, 
fully aware of the danger, knowing that 
already, perhaps, escape was cut off, for 
we were in the third story, and there 
were two more above us. 

“Through the windows at one end of 
the corridor we could see smoke. Three 


Sons. 


Two hun- 


members of the college fire-brigade laid 
i hose from the plug in the middle of 
the corridor to the stairs, where they 
were met by the brigade men from below. 
‘Professor Reinhart’s lab,’ yelled one of 
them, 
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“In an instant we saw it all. The Pro- 
fessor had spilled a drop of the solution 
on the floor; it had ignited simultane- 
ously with the tow in the jar, and the 
fire had just been discovered. 

“The Professor was the first to reach 
the door, through which he bolted with- 
out waiting to see what was beyond. As 
he disappeared in the stifling smoke, we 
heard him mutter something in German, 
but we caught only ‘mein Formul.’ 

“The fire had made but little headway, 
and was soon subdued enough toallowa 
man with a wet sponge tied over his face 
to enter in search of Professor Reinhart. 
He was lying on his face beside the 
charred fragments of his writing desk, 
unconscious and injured. The contents 
of the laboratory were ruined, the Pro- 
fessor’s valuable books and papers de- 


stre yyed. 
“ He lay unconscious for a week, and 


then became delirious, though improving 
in body. As his physical condition 
improved, it became evident that his 
mind would never mend. The loss of 
his papers and the fumes of the heated 
chemicals had entirely unsettled his intel- 
lect. 

“His speech was disconnected and 
wild. He spoke English no more, but 
rambled on in the Bavarian dialect of 
his youth, sometimes of his university 
life with its duels, sometimes of his early 
days in America, and the young wife 
whose days of happiness were so short. 

“Alec and I, who were with him 
whenever it was possible, found our old 
respect for Reinhart, the 
chemist, changing to a deep pity for 
Reinhart, the man, for his old life of 
sorrow and loneliness, which we had 
never suspected, and for his new maniac 
life, which he did not realize. 

“ At times he was violent, and then 
Alec and I were sent for if not already 
present, for it required two strong men 
to manage him, and he was sooner qui- 
eted by us than by any one else. 

“One thing that made us endeavor to 


Professor 
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be with him as much as possible was his 
tendency on some occasions to drop into 
technical talk. At such times he would 
seem tc be nearing an explanation of the 
great secret. Once he had, in a violent 
fit, changed from his usual incoherent 
ravings to ademand that he might go to 
his laboratory to get the formula for his 
discovery. 

“(One evening, ¢ 
him reading, he said with his old instruct- 
or’s manner and in English, for the first 
and last time after the fire: 

“« Mr. Ross, what is the atomic weight 
of phosphorus ?’ 

“* Thirty-one,’ I answered. 

“* And Mr. McDowell, what is the 
atomic weight of sulphur ?’ 

“« Thirty-two.’ 

“* Well, what element has an atomic 
weight of thirty-one and five-tenths ?’ 

“*There is none known, we both 
answered, wondering what was to come 
next, for the Professor seemed perfectly 
sane. 

“«To you,’ he replied; ‘but there is 
one, and it enters into that combustible 
compound.’ 

“*«What are the other ingredients?’ 
Alec asked excitedly, anxious not to 
allow this opportunity to slip by unim- 
proved. 

“A malicious twinkle came in the 
Professor's eye as he answered in the 
words of the witches’ incantation. 


is we were sitting by 


** * Kye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
\ rs fork, and vorin s sting, 
Lizard’s leg, an ‘ Ss wing 


“That night he nearly overpowered 
us In his ravings. 

“Just before graduating I inherited a 
large fortune, and as the Professor’s 
earnings were nearly gone and the asy- 
lums for the insane were not then what 
they are now, I decided to take upon 
myself, with Alec’s help, the care of the 
pool old man. 

“About this time I discovered that 
Alec was at work on the sly, trying to 
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solve the Professor's problem, and sev- 
eral times I had passed the night in my 
chair speculating on the same subject. 
At last, at graduation, came the neces- 
sity of deciding a question that had been 
put off from time to time. Alec admit- 
ted that with that secret unknown he 
should be utterly useless in the world, 
and I too began to feel the fascination 
of it; so instead of going, one to Aus- 
tralia, the other to Chili, as we had for- 
merly contemplated, we decided to retire 
to my father’s old house near Philadel- 
phia, taking the Professor with us, there 
to work out the problem before separat- 
ing for our life work. 

“TI placed the management of my 
property in the hands of a firm of shrewd 
lawyers, and then with my friends began 
a long term of steady work. 

“ Professor Reinhart took new life 
from us, and although a maniac in other 
things, he worked beside us intelligently 
in search of the solution to which he 
had lost both the written and the remem- 
bered key. 

“Fourteen years of this life in almost 
complete seclusion,—then with the 
advice of my friends, I went abroad to 
visit foreign chemists. Two years in 
Berlin, one in Paris, and I was on my 
way back towards Munich, when in a 
Gasthaus my eye fell on this item in a 
Berlin paper.” 

Mr. Ross drew from his pocket an old 
leather-bound note-book, in which was 
pasted a clipping from a German news- 
The item I translate as follows : 





paper. 
/ ) a4 ‘ 7 iq d ( il Se 

Prof. Tl 1 native of Garmisch, Upper 

Bavaria, a graduate of Munich, was killed under odd 


circumstances recently in America. 


Eighteen years ago he was injured in a fire in an 
institution of which he was lecturer, causing him to 
become crazy. Since this ident he has been kindly 
cared for by friends, and has been allowed the use of 


a chemical laboratory in which to amuse himself. A 


few days ago he wes sitting at a table mixing some 
compound of his own make, which exploded, killing 
him outright, seriously injuring his friend, and ruin- 


ing the laboratory. 
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“ Of course I hurried home as quickly 
as possible,” continued Mr. Ross. “I 
found Alec recovering. He told me that 
poor Professor Reinhart had been at 
work for forty-eight hours without food 
or sleep, believing that at last he had 


re-discovered his lost art. I believe that 


he was right, but had accidentally in- 
verted the proportions of some of the 


ingredients. 

“After Alec’s recovery we plodded 
on together in the old way, sadly miss- 
ing the Professor, sometimes gaining 
and sometimes losing ground, till again, 
when we were near the solution, Alec 
fell sick of a disease induced by his old 
injuries. Eight months ago he passed 
to the other side, leaving me an old man 
without friends or home, —for the old 
house where they lived and died shall 
never see me again. I shall have need 
of a house but little longer. I’ve now, 
for the first time in forty years, realized 
that I’m growing older.” 

After a short pause Mr. Ross said: 

“T’ve kept you a long time, young 
man, to listen to my woes, but I was 
very lonesome tonight, and the sight of 
your burly frame and the work you were 
doing this evening inspired me to con- 
fide in you. I thank you for your inter- 

st; and now will you walk with me to 
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my hotel? I do not feel as though I 
ought to trust myself alone tonight.” 

We stepped out into the rain, the old 
man leaning heavilyonmyarm. At the 
hotel I left him with the promise to call 
the following evening, when I expected 
to find him very sick. But I was hap- 
pily disappointed, for he was hearty and 
cheerful as in the early part of the pre- 
vious evening. He showed me a large 
manuscript volume, which he called his 
“ Transactions,” containing the record 
of those forty years of research. 

Just before I left he offered me this 
book, provided I would carry on the 
work. This I was only too glad to do; 


upon the subject, and am at work day 
and night. I sometimes gain and some- 
times lose ground, but I believe that 
Mr. Ross and his friend were nearer the 
solution than they knew. 

I pray for success for my labors, that 
Mr. Ross may know before he dies that 
his own work was not in vain. He looks 
in on me occasionally when he comes up 
from his Pasadena cottage with a word 
of encouragement. He grows old rap- 
idly now, and says that soon the Profes- 
sor and Alec will welcome him where 
their problem and greater ones will lie 
ready solved. 

; W. 7. Eastman. 
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A MOUNTAIN STORM. 


WE had left afar behind 
The moors where the bracken grew; 
About us the freshening wind 
In gusts from the gray heights blew, 
And the lamb’s low plaint 
Came sweetly faint 
From the pastures damp with dew. 


Below lay the lake asleep, 
By the mountain breeze unstirred ; 
And high o’er its bosom deep, 
Wooded and scarred and spurred, 
Wild peaks uprose 
In supreme repose 
By the racing clouds unblurred. 


And sudden, or ever we dreamed, 
As we gained the grandest height, 
While the far steeps glowed and gleamed 
With slanting amber light, 
Above outspread, 
With omen dread, 
A storm-wrack dark as night. 


‘Neath a bowlder seared and gray, 
While the tempest raved around, 
And blackened the brow of day, 
And shouted with angry sound, 
We crouched and saw, 
In breathless awe, 
The rain-drops leap and bound. 


With a shriek like a soul in pain 
[he pitiless wind rushed by, 

And sweeping the slopes amain, 
Re-echoed its wrathful cry: 
Far, far below, 
As if in woe, 

Che valleys made reply. 






















At the Golden Horn and the Golden Gate. 





But at last a lull there came, 
And the white rain ceased to fall; 

One peak was flushed with flame, 

Then the mighty mountain wall 
From east to west 






















Flared, crest on crest, 
Till the splendor gloried all. 


And a bow of promise spanned 
Its brilliant are in air, 
That led from the lake and land 
Like a heavenward-reaching stair ; 
The loud winds died, 
And o’er us wide 
The dome of the sky grew fair. 


Clinton Scollard. 

















AT THE GOLDEN HORN AND THE GOLDEN GATE. 
I. 


THE sunrise cry from many minarets 
Floats down the Maytime morning clear and cool, 
From Asian shores a bland breeze westward sets 
And stirs the almond trees of Istamboul. 


As on the mosques the first rays slantwise shine, 
And golden glory floods the gloomy gray, 
The city of imperia] Constantine 
Uplifts her weary lids to greet the day. 


The torpor of decay upon her lies; 
Her heart is palsied though her face be fair, 

Though still majestic to the changeless skies 

Aya Sofia rears its dome in air. 
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Soon through her streets a motley concourse pours, 
With turbaned head and sullen eye and brow; 

While to and fro between the swarming shores 
Dart noiseless, narrow boats with double prow. 


What though the fitful glow of life seem warm, 
There broods a fatal apathy o’er all:— 

It is the hush that bodes the rising storm, 
The calm that comes before the final fall. 


II. 


Far from the shrines where paynim Moslems kneel, 
Their shaven crowns in prayer towards Mecca bent, 
Serene she sits in ever-growing weal, 
The youthful empress of the Occident. 


Hers is no record of dark years of crime, 
Of savage plunder, and of fire and sword ; 
Time has not touched her with his whitening rime, 
Nor loosed upon her a devouring horde. 


Her heart is as the heart of some young maid, 
Untrammeled by all bonds, and fresh and free ; 
And joying in her birthright, unafraid, 
She bares her bosom to the western sea. 


She is beloved by all—a mighty land — 

The flag of freedom o’er her is unfurled ; 
And she might hold within her regal hand 

[he gathered navies of the whole wide world. 


Deepen the shadows of the night of fate, 

And darkness closes round the Golden Horn: 
But radiantly above the Golden Gate 

Breaks the resplendence of a glorious morn. 
Clinton 
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\ FEW summers ago I spent a week 
] 


two on the ranch of a friend, situated 


I think, 


v miles below Santa Barbara. 


1 


rything considered, it is the most 
utiful spot I ever beheld. It hasa 


tage of several miles upon the ocean, 


it reaches well back to a spur of 


most magnificent and picturesque 
ce, the San 


Nothin 


Oo mountains. 
tful than the 
beautiful 


Bernardi! 


can be more delig! 


ite, or more exquisitely 
1 the scenery of these semi-tropical 
some of the 
ibable, as the 


s. Toward sunset 


\ 


utterly indesc1 


cts are 


1 : } 1 
warm shadows gradually lengthen, 
the gorgeous lights fluctuate from 
to point, tinting peak after peak 
lors of imperial splendor, I knew 
my friend’s beauti wife was a 
e Californian, and that the property 


id inher- 
noth- 


. Spanish grant which she hi 


her ] ople, put I knew 


ore than 


tor until I] 1? 1 if wri 
( V. I ( WCaTHNeCd It ¢ trill 
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the merest skeleton of 
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friend, 


1 an ind pri l yCd 
ed to consider h self, and to 
( most 1 member of 


het \\ i 


OoWnsS a 


upW irds of tv ( 
yrothnel rancn in Cal 
a splendid ranch 


ifferent char- 


nd 
iy, although of ad 
I'd 
inia. The boys were 
Heathcote of Fredericksburg, 
ll acquainted, 
So when 


. y) 
Will 


known the family 


this. 
ns of old 
sur families were well 

id been tor generations, 
‘t sick of mining, and felt that I must 
to somewhere where it was green or 

I just made tracks over to Ned 
theote’s and told him I was going to 
ch it for a while. 
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At Don Ignacio’s. 
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Well, | 
time, and right glad they were to see 
me, for young fellows didn’t 
tramp around the country looking for 
\ not 
Ned would have 


struck them just at haying 


likely 
work in those days,—leastways 


the 


been glad enough to see me, of course, if 
— a 


about ranches. 
I’d only gone up to loaf it for a while, 
knew very well there was no loaf 
So I pitched in within half 
an hour of my arrival, and I’ve been 
with either Will or Ned ever since, from 
that day to this. 

Ned knew all about a farm. 


but he 
about me. 


I euess 
better farmer into that 
But it was a great big place, a 


splendid valley 


no ever went 
county. 
in the table land, sev- 
eral miles across in any direction, nearly 
| quite shut 
at the two or three passes, which 
as though they had been cut just 
for the roads to go through. 


Farming in the mountains 


round, an in by the bluffs, 
except 


seemed 


in those 
days meant pretty much raising hay and 


grain. There wasn't a great deal of 
money in hay, even at the prices which 
ruled then, but when Ned first bought 


the place t 


a Yankee boy from Maine, named Jake 


here was acute young fellow, 


Mitchell, burning a kiln of lime in a cor- 
ner of the rai 
Lou 


nd just where the land started 
up trom 


Ned, he 
ulowed there was more money in lime 
than 
Anyhow, he talked it over with Jake, and 
finding that the Yankee boy hada little 


] 


struck up a trade, 


ich, from a ledge which he 


had 


the valley to the bluff. 


burning there was in ranching. 


money, they Jake buy- 
ing into the ranch, and putting in the 
lime kiln and the business as so much 
cash. 

Well, whether it was the lime, or what 
from that time they throve 
mighty fast. You see, there was always 
something coming in. It wasn’t nine 
months spendand three months’ harvest, 


it was, 
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but something was running and making 
money every day, — night and day, too, 
for the matter of that, for we never let 
the fire out of those lime kilns. Well, 
sir, those two men seemed to have been 
You see, Ned was 
Ned was 


born for partners. 
all go, and Jake was all thrift. 
one of the best farmers that ever han- 
dled a plow, and the Yankee boy could 
do anything and make anything, from a 
barn door to a Concord The 
first thing he went for was a hay press, 
which made the bales half the size that 
they used tomake them thosedays. Then 
it was a new barn; then he built new 
wagons, and then made new, harness ; 
for the first thing we knew he had traded 
and dickered around so that we had three 
fine teams on the road, and nobody but 
Jake himself knew exactly where they 
came from, or how he got them together. 

Well, Ned and his men they kept 
hauling all the time, lime or hay, or barley 
or bricks, —for Jake hired a lot of Indi- 
ans to make brick, and the way he hus- 
tled them around was acaution. And 
then, you see, it was double action, for 
the teams always came down loaded with 
lumber, either for the ranch or for the 
miners on the river. Then, almost before 
we knew it, we had a good blacksmith 


wagon. 


shop, a carpenter shop, the finest barn in 
that part of the country, choked full of 
hay and grain, the whole place well 
fenced, and they had chickens, and hogs, 
and cattle by the score. 

I had been with them two or three 
years, when I could see they were get- 
ting rich fast, and the boys, they allowed 
in a laughing sort of a way that it was 
too fine a place altogether fora couple 
of lone bach’s. They deviled one anoth- 
era good deal about it, and made bets 
as to who'd make the first plunge, and 
all that sort of thing, but with Ned I 
knew it Jake, he was a 
sly sort of a fellow, and did n't belic 
in talking, even, for nothing. 

So the first 


was all talk. 


ve 


thing we knew, one fine 


I’m going down 


morning he said, “ Ned, 
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to Stockton tonight to get married, and 


when I come back I shall bring my wif 
along. Youcan let me havethis house, 


I suppose, and make a shake-down fo 
yourself up in Don Ignacio’s old shanty.’ 

At first we thought he was joking, but 
when we came to think of it we saw hx 
wasn't. He'd been fixing up the hous« 
for some time, but as he was always 
dickering around, that had n’t struck us 
asanything particular. Then he’d been 
building a pretty little light wagon with 
a cover, and that we'd deviled him a good 
deal about, asking him if it was to drive 
his sweetheart around, but he said no, 
it was for his wife, and then Ned could 


have it for his wife after he’d showed 
him the way. 
Now if you want to mislead a man 


when ne’s deviling you, the best way is 
to tell him the exact truth, and he’s sure 
to believe it’s something else. Well, 
that was the way with us. Jake told us 
square out that it was for his wife, and 
we did not believe him, of course. But 
it turned out that it was; for not long 
after he wheeled out his buggy,—and a 
mighty pretty little thing it was for those 
times,— put in a couple of fine bays that 
he traded for up in Murphy’s Camp, 
rigged himself out in a white shirt and 
full suit of broadcloth, and started down 
to Stockton. 

Well, sure enough, we found that Jak« 
had done the deed ; for a few days after- 
wards towards evening as we were look- 
ing down the road, half expecting half 
dreading what was to happen, there was 
Jake, with the buggy and the pair of bays, 
and there inside, snuggling up to him 
mighty close, was a young woman who 
could be no other than his wife. 

Ned looked at me, and I looked at 
Ned. First we were inclined to laugh, 
but we both felt nervous,— I know I did, 
and I could see that he did. 

“ Your nose is out of joint, old fellow,” 
says I. “ Jake ’ll of the 
dunghill from now out.” 

“Tt begins to look that way, does n't 


be the cock 
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ff hat and begun to cheer, 


ff his hat again, and says, 


‘said he. “ But let us go down and 
ow her that she’s welcome.” 
So across the field we went, two or 
ree of the men following, and just as 
cot up to the fence by the road, Ned 
we all fol- 
ving suit. 
Ned jumped the fence like a boy, and 
nning up alongside the buggy, pulled 
“Welcome 
old fellow, and welcome to your 
And then lifting her out of the 
he said in 


me, 
ide.” 
ggy with his strong arms, 
s finest manner: 
‘Madame, you imagine 
ich pleasure it gives me to welcome 
toyour newhome. i trust that you 
iy spend many, many happy years in 
and I am sure that it will be infinitely 
asanter for us all, now you have done 


Jake, 


cannot how 


s the honor to come 
congratulate you. 
Jake, who at first looked sheepish and 
vkward, seemed very much pleased at 
s, but his wife was just delighted. She 
ld out her little hand in the prettiest 
ssible way, blushed with pleasure, and 
“Thank you, Mr. Heathcote. I 
certainly try to make it pleasant for 
ul, in return for your 


amone us. 


very cordial 
me.” 

So we could see they were going to be 
nds from the start, which was lucky, 
cause, you know it might have turned 

it the other way, have 
ide it unpleasant for everybody, more 
ticularly for Ned himself. 


soon 


which would 


We decided that Jake had se- 
red a jewel. She was not exactly 
, but bright, fresh, and wholesome 


king,—a little too plump, perhaps, for 
e, in fact, bordering on the roly-poly, 
mpling figure, but lightfooted and spry 
ll that. 
is look about her, as though consid- 
ng just what ought to be done, and 
ving to do it, which we found to be 
tact, and a mighty pleasant fact for 


She had a serious, conscien- 


after her arrival 


first 


lhe morning 
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any one could have told that there was 
a woman about by the look of the break- 
fast table. We had had a pretty fair 
cook, and there was nothing to complain 
of about the grub, but it was a bach’s 
layout, and if you've ever lived in the 
mines, or on a ranch where there are no 
women around, you ‘ll know what that 
means 

Well, she remodeled our cook,and then 
gilded him. Idon’t mean that she made 
him put on any particular frills, —any- 
thing in the Delmonico style, — but I tell 
you we felt like new men, and we jumped 
the fences as spry as squirrels as we 
walked across the fields towork. There’s 
nothing a good solid breakfast to 
prepare a man for a long day’s work. 

It was n't long before every man about 
the blessed Jake for having had 
the sense to get married. That serious, 
conscientious look meant a good deal, 
we found. She had been raised East, 
and on a farm, where the men are well 
lodged and well cared for, and she would 
n't have any “shake down ” of a blanket 
on a bale of hay, such as used to be the 
custom with the a hands, — and is 
still in many places, for the matter of 
that, — but she had Jake run up a good, 
comfortable house, under shade 
trees the spring, and saw herself 
that every man was well housed, as well 
as well fed. Then she would have no 
Sunday work, except just enough to 
keep the fire in the kilns. She got a 
Chinaman to help in the kitchen, and do 
the washing for all hands. I’ve heard 
say the Chinamen wouldn't be bossed 
by a woman, but she knew how to make 
them move around mighty lively, I can 
tell you. 

It was time before we could 
make out how Jake had happened on 
such a prize, but we found after a while 
that she was some sort of a relative of 
his, —a distant cousin, or something of 
that sort, —and the sly dog had sent for 
her, having an understanding about it 
before he left home. So that all the 


like 


place 


some 
by 


some 
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time while he was bantering Ned about 
thing of 


getting married he had a sure 
it, all ready to his hand, only waiting the 
word. All I can 


showed as good judgment in choosing a 


say about it is, he 


Cree. 


wife as he did about eve rything 

and perhaps even a little better. 
Mrs. Mitchell took mightily to Ned, 

and cared for him as though she ‘d been 


his sister. Jake kept deviling him 


about getting married, but his wife said, 
“Leave Ned alone; does he want 
? Isn't hea great deal 

] 


\round 


what 
to get married for 
better without a woman hanging 
his neck like a millstone, to drown him 
if he ever gets into deep water?” 

“Why, youdon' to ¢ 
me, do you?” says Jake. 


“Not if I can 


Lots oft 


expect evel lrown 


help Shag she said, “but 
who knows ? women do drown 
their husbands. Let him alone, he might 


one who would 


some not like us 


marry 
is well as we like him.’ 

Whether she was really afraid of 
thing of the [ don't know, 


tried to mak 


sOme- 


sort but she 


certainly 
should want for nothing, and I used to 
: ] #1 ! . 
e would not hanker 


think in hopes that | 


uiter getting But somehow it 
all worked the o You see, Jake 
bein: ma}4rt ed 


He was an uppish sort of a fellow any- 


way, and though his wife kept him in 
his place, Ned felt that he was ort of 
playing second fiddle. H« | | camped 
in Don Ignacio's old which had 
een made very snu ind comtortabk 
for us, but Ned felt that he wanted a 
wife of his own, and I could see that he 
was bound to have one betore | otany 
gray hairs to warn him that he was get- 
ting on. 

Jake h id two fine, sturdy little bovs, 


however, before Ned gave any signs, 
and I’d begun tothink that he would n't 
make the riffle after all, when he began 


trom more 


the ranch 
that he 


to absent himself 


than usual, and we heard was 
paying attention to some widow over at 


Murphy’s. We didn’t think much 
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about this report at first, but after a while 
the butcher brought positive news that 
he was engaged, and I heard him tell 
Mrs. Mitchell that she was a divorced 
woman, and that her husband was alive. 
Mrs. Mitchell looked very much shocked, 
[ noticed, and Jake swore that he would 
n't husband 


was alive, if she was ten times divorced, 


marry any woman whose 
not evenif she was Queen of England. 

“Hush, hush, Jake,” said his wife. 
“What do you know about it? But if 


it is true, I hope he won't bring her 


here.”’ 

“Of course he’ll bring her here,” 
said Jake. “Where else would he bring 
her?” 


* Something of that kind is what I ’ve 
been afraid of all along, Jake,” said she. 


“Oh dear, what are we going to do? 
What shall we do?” 
“Do!” said Jake. “ What caw we do? 


He’s a right to marry whom he likes, 
and it ’s none of our business, that I can 
as he is satisfied.” 

said it mighty bitterly, and | 


iy Mrs. Mitch¢ 
much cut up, 


see, SO long 

But he 
could see from the w 
looked that she felt very 
nd hardly knew what to say 


1: 
al or to think 
about 
| hal . ssarl : 
Ned, he Kept mignty quit 
1 


had all hea 


t, but he soon 
about it, an¢ 
it the Mitch- 


ie P 
which wasnt 


Saw that we neara 


was quick enough to see tl 


ells had heard somethin 


very favorable tothe widow. From that 
moment you'd have thought we wert 
sitting down to a funeral at every meal 
Mrs. Mitchell, she tried t iS nice as 
ever, and Ned, he tried to look easy and 


unconcerned; but even a stranger could 


was the matte! 


have seen that something 
Jake, who had a bad, awkward manner, 
looked glum 
Ned, he'd catch them looking at on 
another, and being mighty high strung 


would turn first red and then white, then 


? licln’ hide 7 
and didn’t try to hide it. 


look as though he wanted to say some- 
thing which was on his mind, but he 
could n't bring himself to do it, and that 
the worse all 


made embarrassment 
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und. So that you see the trouble be- kind, especially in a country place, and 
an even before Ned’s wedding, and a everybody allowed that poor Ned had 
hild could have seen that no good was' been taken in and done for. 
kely to come of it, to anybody on the The day after Ned left, a team drew 
nch, anyway. Butsoon Ned beganto up to the old Ignacio house, and Jake 
up the old Don Ignacio house, and_ called a couple of us boys up to help un- 
| it with nice furniture. ThenI knew load. He came himself to lend a hand, 
e event was at hand. but more to see what was going on than 
One day Ned says to me, “Gus, I’m anything else, I guess. We unloaded a 
ng down to Stockton in the morning piano-forte and a lot of Frenchy-looking 
cet married. Tell Jake that I'll want fixings. Pianos weren't common in those 
e team, and have it all ready for me, days, and we all stared a little, not know- 
d I wish you’d tell Mrs. Mitchell that ing what was coming next. The team- 


dD 


will be back on Sunday.” ster says, “I guess you 're going to have 
“Why don’t you tell her yourself?’ aconcert here from the looks of things.” 
dl And by the way he said it we could see 


“Why should I?” said he. “Jake that he wanted to talk. There's more 
d n't tell me when he went downto get long tongue and gossip among teamsters 


irried., than there is about any school-marm. 
| knew what was the matter, that he That's the way I set them up, anyway. 
|n’t want to answer any questions,— “Yes,” says Jake, in an encouraging 


nyway, that he was afraid some ques- way, “looks like it, doesn't it? Have 
ns would be asked which he would you seen her? Is she good-looking ?”’ 
ther were not asked, so | said no *(ood-looking enough,” says he, “ but 
ore, though I thought it would have if he don’t have atime with that loafing, 
en better and wiser for him to have lying husband of hernit’sa pity. Guess 
ne right then and there, and have if I got married I’d want to run the con- 
ide a confidant of Mrs. Mitchell, and cern myself, and not have another man 
ve explained everything to her. Iam sneaking around as soon as my back was 
re now that if he had all trouble turned.” 

“ht have been avoided, but his pride At this I got mad, and did n’t want to 
his mouth shut, and instead of keep- hear anything more the fellow had to 
his frank, hearty manner he had say; but Jake, he cornered him, and 

wn gloomy and dumb they had a confab there for an hour or 

When I told Jake about the horses he more, none to the advantage of anybody 

st gave a surly nod, and when I told concerned, I would stake my pile on_Jit. 

‘Irs. Mitchell about half an hour after Of course Jake, he filtered it all back to 
Ned had left that he had gone to get his wife, and did n't mend matters any, 
rried and expected to be back Sun- you may swear. 

v, | saw that she felt hurt that he had Well, Sunday evening just a little be- 

t told her himself, but she only col- fore dark, along comes Ned, driving 

ed and said, “I hope she may make mighty slow, as though he'd like it to 

ma good wife, and that they may be get a little darker first. The Ignacio 
py.” house lies back on the knoll,—or used 

But I could see that she had noexpec- to, for it’s torn down long ago,—and 

tions of either, and by this time there Ned, instead of driving by the Mitchell 

d been so much talk about it all over house, took the road where it forks, and 

country, that I began to feel doubt- drove up to the knoll direct. 

|about it myself. You see, people will Jake, he was nowhere round —at least 

lk so much about anything of that not to be seen—and I could n't help rec- 
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ollecting how Ned had received Azs bride. 
I hurried up to take the team, and Mrs. 
Mitchell, who had been standing at the 
door with her hat on, as soon asshe saw 
that they were going to take the upper 
road, she walked over pretty fast, so as 
to be there when Ned's wife alighted, 
and as soon as he lifted her down she 
walked up to her and kissed her, and said, 
“ Mrs. Heathcote, I am glad to see you. 
Welcome to the valley.” But I could 
see that she was mighty white and trem- 
bling a little, and I knew it had cost her 
a great effort to overcome her prejudice 
and do her duty. 

Jake ought to have been there to help 
her, but that wasn’t his way. He would 
sneak out of anything he didn't like, 
and perhaps if he had n't talked to the 
teamster so much he could have mus- 
tered courage to do his duty as bravely 
as his little wife had done hers. 

Whether Mrs. Heathcote.was offended 
that he hadn't, and resented it 
wife, I don't but 
mighty stiff and cold, and in two minutes 
I could see that the women were never 
I think Mrs, Mitch- 
herself if 


on his 


know, she seemed 


coing to be friends. 
ell would have conquered 
the other would have helped her to, but 
when Ned asked her to step inside, and 
his wife walked in without repeating the 
invitation, Mrs. Mitchell walked back to 
the house, and I could see she had tears 
in her eyes but with a mighty resolute 
look too. 

There were no tears about Mrs. Heath- 


} 


cote. She was not of the crying kind, 


anybody could see that. I suppose the 
fact is Ned had told her 


of their marriage had not appeared very 


that the news 
welcome. A man can't keep anything 
from a woman anyway,—least of alla 
woman he has just married, although it 
would be a great deal better sometimes 
if he could. 

I was around the 
that first 


house a good deal 


evening, and I wasn’t sur- 


prised that Ned had fallen in love with 
that nothing could make him 


her, or 
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draw back after she had once accepted 
his attentions. I thought they were : 
splendid looking pair, and well mated ; 
she tall and stately, fair as a lily, with a 
profusion of rich yellow hair; he dark, 
bronzed, and stalwart, standing like a 
lion alongside of his mate, but as tender 
and gentle to her asa woman. I thought 
that she seemed to be very fond of him, 
but I could n’t express the sort of feel- 
ing that he showed for her, though he 
tried to subdue it and not make it too 
apparent. That is the way lions love 
when they do love, I suppose, and he 
was a lion, every inch of him; but it 
made me tremble when I thought what 
the general feeling about the country 
was, and how it would gall his proud 
spirit if any slight was put upon her. | 
would n't want to be in the shoes of the 
man who would slight her, anyway, 
although no man worth calling a man 
would slight a woman who had offered 
him no personalaffront. Still it looked 
like a slight that Jake hadn’t been on 
hand with his wife to welcome her. | 
don’t think he meant any affront, it was 
just his awkward, slinky way. He came 
sidling up long after dark ; I suppose his 
wife had made him. At first Mrs. Heath- 
cote seemed inclined to take no notice of 
him, but Ned said, kindly 

“ Kate, thisis my partner, Jake Mitch- 
ell. 
many years, and Mrs. Mitchell has made 
I hope 


vou will like one another, and that you 


We've been very good friends for 
it very nice and pleasant for me. 


will be to him what she has always been 
to me.” 

I saw that he had to exercise 
effort to subdue himself to say this, but 
he did say it,and the more impressively, 


a great 


too, perhaps, because of the restraint, 
and that his voice trembled a little with 
emotion. 

Mrs. Heathcote turned at 
gave him a very gracious reception, but 


this and 


Jake was at his worst ; amore awkward, 
hang-dog sort of manner | 
about a man. Hedid n't mean anything, 


never saw 
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[ am sure, but he had no breeding, and 
idn’t have the art of concealing the 
\fortunate prejudice which he had per- 
\itted himself to feel. He shuffled off 
cain just as soon as he decently could 
d achild could have seen that there 
iS going to be no love between Ned’s 
utner and his wife. 
Well, they tried pretty hard all round 
patch things up, at least at first, but 
they could n’t make it. The trouble was, 
\ erybody would talk about what didn’t 
ncern them. Everybody wanted to 
now about the “Husband No. 1,” as I 
eard one fellow express it, and about 
divorce, and not being able to get at 
facts, they 
tched and twisted even them, until 
scandal about 


invented lies, and then 


f 


re was more infernal 


it poor woman than any decent man 
woman would care tolisten to. It all 
me to Ned’s ears, of course, as such 


ings will, and I could see that he was 

rning to bring them home to some- 

dy, and make an example of him. 

He suspected Jake, I could see, though 
Jake was mighty shrewd, and kept his 
outh pretty close. This being the feel- 

between the men, they quarreled 
Sometimes 
absolutely 


spit fire over trifles. 


would get to jawing ’ 
it nothing, until I dreaded mischief 
them; the more so that 


lake had armed himself, which was some- 


tween I saw 


ing I had never known him to do 
fore. Jake was no match for Ned, 


ho could have broken every bone in his 


but 


\ i 
’ 


red 


he was avery stubborn-tem- 


t 
fellow, and would take no threat 
m any man, much less a blow, which 
readed from Ned’s hasty temper. At 
ot so bad that they talked 
ut dividing the ranch. But the ranch 
dnt divide; at any ! they 
ldn't break it into anything like two 
The Lord had made it for 


things ¢ 


ate 


tal parts. 


ranch, and one ranch he intended it 
uld remain. 
Just about this time an incident hap- 
ned that set the whole county to talk- 
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ing again. Ned, who had been over to 
Murphy’s with the teams, returned just 
after dark one night, and found his wife 
in hysterics. She had been very much 
depressed lately. We had all noticed it, 
and Ned knew that something out of the 
common run must have occurred. He 
suspected what was the matter, and by 
close questioning confirmed his suspi- 
cions. The divorced husband was prowl- 
ing around and threatening her, partly 
out of jealousy and spite, no doubt, 
partly to extort money. He wasa ruined 
gambler of desperate character, not at 
all the sort of man to stand quietly by 
ana see another man happy with the 
woman he had not known how to appre- 
ciate when he possessed her. He soon 
had Mrs. Heathcote ina state of mind 
bordering on insanity ; for in addition 
to the agitation inevitable upon sucha 
meeting, was the dread that the two 
men meet, and that bloodshed 
would ensue. She had given the scoun- 
drel all the little money she possessed, 
and even her most valuable jewelry, on 
condition that he would not molest her 
again ; but he had fallen too low to heed 
His soul was filled 


would 


any such promise. 
with hatred and jealousy, and a desper- 
ate, fiendish determination to destroy 
the happiness of his rival. It galled him 
to the beautiful child which had 
been born to them, who seemed to have 
an instinctive dislike and dread of him, 
be by any 
near 


sce 


and who would not coaxed 
persuasion or endearments to go 
him. 

So soon as Ned was in possession of 
all the facts, he armed himself and me, 
and together we quietly laid for my gen- 
tleman. 

It was not long before we cornered 
him, stealing up to the house in the 
night, like the wild beast he was. He 
had another ruffianly bully along with 
him, but before they could draw we had 
them covered, and Ned says to his man, 
“Hold up your hands now, and see that 
you keep them there till I get through ; 
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or, by God, I'll blow the top of 
head off here and now.” 


[ put my man through the same per- 


formance, but I could see that either 


would have drawn like a flash if 
had n't been too quick for them. 
“ Well, what are you 
Ned, looking mighty dangerous 
“Money,” said the fellow, showing his 


teeth withasnarl, “ You’ve got my wife, 


here for?” says 


and I guess you can afford to pay a little 


something for her.” 

‘How much,” says Ned, mighty short, 
and biting his lips. 

* Well, five hundred will do this time,” 
says he, as cool as though he was sellmg 
a horse. | 

“This time! Just make up your mind 


that this is the first and last time; for, 


as God made me, if I ever set eves on 
you again inside the walls of this ranch, 
I ‘ll kill you on sight ; so make a note of 
it.” 


‘Maybe you won't get the drop on me 


next time,” says the fellow with a sav 


age S¢ owl. 


“]T don’t want the drop on you,” says 
Ned 


rive youa 


“Just step off ten paces, and I'll 
fair show right now.” 
“Well, Captain,” the 
‘*T'm the shoot tonight 
hard up, and [ came over to get 


wretch, 
I’m 


Savs 
not on 
a little 
money.” 
“Well,” 
thous: 
neve! 


Ned, 


ind dollars on 


‘I'll give you a 


says g 
that you 


condition 
attempt to see my wife again.” 
‘Ienough said,” says the fellow, “I'll 
take it.”’ 

“ Understand, now,” said Ned, “if vou 


ever attempt to see her again, here or 


anywhere else, or if you ever put foot on 
this ranch again, I'll 


“That's all right,” 


kill you 


says the fellow, “a 


bargain ‘'s Hand over yout 


a whack.” 
You entertain 


eentlemen a minute, 


bargain 
thousand dollars, and it’s 
Ned then says to me, “ 
thes while | LO 
into the house and write a check.”’ 
At this, both 


feeling 


the fellows burst out 


laughing, vood-natured, | 


sup- 
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pose, that they were coing to get thei: 
money, but I kept a pretty sharp eye or 
them, you may be sure, until Ned cam: 
out again, and handed the fellow a chech 
for a thousand dollars, when they bot! 
left, apparently in high feather. 

I studied over this affair a good dea 
afterward. If it had been me, I don’t 
think I’d have given any thousand dol 
but no doubt it was better than t 
They ha 
agreement, and | 


lars ; 
have shot the fellow 
distinct 
could see it was perfectly well unde 


anyway. 


come to a 


stood that if the bully didn't keep his 


part of it, there was n't the shadow of a 


doubt but that Ned would keep his. 


II. 
“Bur | 


said the narrator at leneth, 


tiring 
“it’s rathe 


cuess I’m you, sir,” 
a long-winded story.” 
“Not at all,” | replied, a 
much interested ; pray proceed.” 
“Well,” he “it’s getting pretty 
hot here, and my throat is getting a | 


am very 


said, 
it 


tle dry. Suppose we walk over to my 


cabin, and finish the story over a glass 
of punch.” 


So over we went toa little place 


snug 


like a hunting lodge, built ina handsome 


grove of eucalyptus trees, and prettily 


decorated after the Southern fashion 


with rifles, shotguns, antlers of deer 
and elk, powder horns, skins of panther 
and wild cat,—altogether a very snug 


and charming little place, all kept exquis- 
itely neat and clean. After brewing a 
light punch, which he served in a pair of 
dainty silver goblets, he resumed as fol- 
lows: 

‘wo or three years went by without 
any particular change, except that Mrs 
Heathcote’s little girl grew up to be the 
most beautiful child you ever laid you 
eves on,and her manner was more taking 
even than her looks, lovely as they were 
You looked at herand felt that you could 

h upon the 


never feast your eyes enough 
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utiful little witch. If the angels are 
re beautiful, no wonder we all want to 
to heaven. But though Mrs. Mitchell 

very kind and attentive while Mrs. 
ithcote was confined, the ill feeling 

‘t mended any, but rather 
m bad to worse. 


eTew 
One evening I was looking up some 
ck along the ravine, through the pass 
ing towards Don Ignacio’s old place, 
n I sawa young fellow alight from 

rse and walk towards me, shotgun 
ind, evidently intending to bag some 
which were running among the 

As he me they 
ck as a wink he dropped one with 
h barrel, and they both fell not very 
[ picked them up, 


neared rose. 


AS. 


away trom me. 


is he approached to take them, some- 
x familiar in his face, style, and gait 
hed upon me, and I said, “If you're 
one of old Squire Heathcote’s boy Ss, 
l'redericksburg, Virginia, then I’m a 


ner, 

‘That’s me, my man,” he said. “I’m 
Will Heathcote, and who may you be?” 

‘You won't knowme,” said I. “I left 


My name 
(gus Wyley. I knew your father before 


mea little before your time 


were born.” 
Why, Gus,” 
id wringi 
known him by the Heathcote grip 
else; “ Why, my tolks talk of 
iy inthe week. How strange. 


said he, taking me by 
ng it so that I would 


} 
nad a1 
Lund: al + 


thing 
every day 
ime here to hunt up my brother 
» here some- 
re. 
‘Right here,” says I. “You're nota 
of mile I] 
k up with you. It’s just about sun- 
vn, and Ned will be up at the house. 
know he’s married?” 
So I’ve heard,” he 
“A very fine 
rced from a blackguard husband who 


rter a from the place. I 


said, looking a 


e grave. woman, too; 


| alive, and making threats, I hear.”’ 
\h, well, then you know about it. 
“Did you hear 


ali 


t's lucky,” said I. 
t her child ?”’ 
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“Yes, little Florence; very beautiful 
they tell me.” 

“Well, wait till you see her,” said I. 
“There are some beauties you can't de- 
scribe.’ 

Well, sir, the arrival of Will Heathcote 
changed everything like magic. Ned 
and his wife had felt a sort of out in the 
cold, y« Though they heard 
nothing, of course they knew that every- 
body was talking about them, and that 
there were plenty of lies afloat. But here 
stanch, warm-hearted, gallant 
ion, the more powertul, because 
month he a uni- 
He took to Ned’s wife 
at once, appreciated her, and loved her 
for his brother’s sake with a brother’s 
affection. But ’ 
determined that everybody else should 


uu know. 


Was a 
cham] 
in 


than a was 


less 


versal favorite. 


what. was better yet, he 


appreciate her and love her, and he was 
bright enough and genial enough to 


know just how to go about it. 


It Will and little Florence who 
finally conquered every body. All good 
men are fond of little children, especially 
girls, but Will took the most remarkable 
attachment to that little one. He did 
not seem to be happy when she was out 


was 


of his sight, and she was quite as devoted 
on her part. Florence was the most fas- 
cinating child Lever saw. People would 
travel out of their way just to look at 
get a word from her. Perhaps 


her and g¢g 
[here seemed to be 


you have seen such. 
a winning grace about every movement, 
and a subtle charm of speech which fas- 
cinated everybody, and caused her, child 
as she was, to be known far and wide. 
Well, cunning Will was determined to 
make everybody as happy as he saw they 
He began with Jake’s 
oldest boy, a fine, handsome, well-grown 
youngster of six, with rich dark curly 
hair and snapping black eyes. Will 
coaxed him up to the house, made him a 


deserved to be. 


wagon and a wonderful windmill, and 
sent him home in a cap made of gray 


squirrels’ skins, with a long tail hanging 
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down on one side, which the artful fellow 
had asked Mrs. Heathcote to make for 
him. The gray of the squirrel skin 
against the boy’s curly black hair was 
very becoming. As soon as Mrs. Mitch- 
ell saw her darling boy returning proud 
and elated, she dartedtohim. The child 
was all absorbed in his wagon and wind- 
mill, but the mother feasted her eyes on 
the dainty and becoming cap. It was 
very tasteful and jaunty and richly lined 
with purple silk. 

It soon came about that little Georgie 
Mitchell became spec ially devoted to 
Will Heathcote. Nobody could make 
such wonderful things? nobody could 
draw on a slate like him, or spin a top, 
or fly a kite, or 
compared with him in any respect. And 
Will with Florence it 
soon happened that Florenceand Georgie 


was in any way to be 


as was always 
were marching around together hand in 
hand, and in this affectionate manner 
they walked into Mrs. Mitchell's. Flor- 
ence somehow soon had her completely 
enthralled. So much so, that Georgie 
was sent up to Mrs. Heathcote’s every 

request that would 


Florence come down to 


day, with a she 
let 
i while ; for surly Jake, he too had taken 
to the child and the 


the house 


a wonderful 
child to him. 


fancy 


] 


Well, sir, when people get to loving 
one another's children, they’re on the 
high road to loving one another, though 
they may n't know it or feel it; but an 
accident that occurred about this time 


made the change of feeling all round 


apparent to everybody. 
I must explain to you that suddenly 
creat 


ce excitement in the 


Mexicans. 


daring highway robberies and atrocious 


there rose a 


county against the Several 


murders had been committed by them, 


1 


and threats were freely made by the 


Americans that if there was any more of 
that sort of thing, they would drive ev- 
Mexican out of the Now, 


ld Mexican living near us, 


ery county. 


had an 
our next neighbor, in fact, although his 


we 
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place was a mile or more from us. This 
was old Don Ignacio, who had once 
owned the valley ranch, and several of 
the best ranches in the vicinity, for the 
matter of that. But, Mexican-like, he 
had sold them all, one after another, 
and was now as poor as a church mouse. 
He was said to have spentall his money, 
and nobody knew how he made a living, 
for on the bit of land that he could still 
claim, and which was called a ranch by 
courtesy, | suppose, they didn’t raise 
a thing. 

It was a queer, straggling old shanty 
they had on it, though it had been once 
considerable of a place. The old Don 
could be seen riding around the country 
at any time, after his cattle, I suppose, 
mounted on an old yellow horse, all skin 
and bone, which the boys called “ Rosi- 
nante.’’ You'd have thought the poor 
old beast was on his last legs, to look at 
him, but it took a mighty good horse to 
keep pace with him. I found that out, 
for the moment you would ride up along- 
side, the old brute would fire up, paw 
around, and begin to spit fire; and fo1 
an all-day horse they said he could beat 
the best animals in the county. The 
Don himself was a jolly looking old tel- 
low, with a very dark face and a white 
beard, looking more like an old Moor or 
a Turk than but always very 
polite, a model of dignity and courtesy. 

Well, the old chap, like everybody 
else, had taken a wonderful liking to 


a Mexican, 


little Florence, and when he was passing 
would always leave the road and ride up 
to the knoll to see her and talk to her. 
Sometimes he would coax her to take a 
little ride with him in front of the sad- 
dle, and during these excursions he had 


even taught her to lisp a few words of 


Spanish. I suppose the child was so 
much beloved because she was so ready 
to love everybody. One would have 
thought now that the dainty little thing 
would have shunned the gray, gaunt old 
Don, but no, not a bit of it. She would 
nestle in his lap in the saddle, throw her 
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limpled arms around his neck, and kiss 
is grizzled bit of parchment, as though 

was her grandfather. It was very 
irious to see them ride off together in 
that way, —old Rosinante firing up and 
voing through the paces of his youth, to 
er great delight. 
One evening the little darling was 
nissing. She had been seen just before 
irk with young Georgie down by the 
nce near the main road. 
being interrogated, said that a man had 
mped the fence, picked her up, wrapped 

her in a shawl, and carried her off on a 

horse, but he could give no description 

of the man, nor could any one imagine 
who it could be. At first they thought 
it might be Don Ignacio, but Georgie 
said positively it was not, and while they 
were still debating, their doubts were set 

rest by the appearance of the old Don 
himself, riding from the opposite direc- 
tion. 

He came up as usual by the knoll, and 
much alarmed when he 


Georgie, on 


seemed very 
heard what had happened. 

“ Kidnaped,” he significantly. 
“Saddle, all of you, and ride in every 
direction.” 


His son was with him, a likely young 


oe | 
SalG 


fellow of about seventeen or eighteen. 
\nd putting spurs to their horses they 
ted off full tilt, old Rosinante cut- 

ng up likeacolt. It wasn't long be- 

fore we were all off,— Jake, Will, Ned, 
nd I. Don Ignacio and his boy were 
it of the valley by the time we got off. 

We all took different 
lus the man had ridden up the main 

d, but as he could easily turn off in 


roads. Georgie 


er to mislead us, we separated, and 
ch took a different road leading out of 
valley, agreeing to meet again the 
owing day. The child was so well 
own that she would certainly be rec- 
nized by any one who passed the 
scoundrel, and this made me think that, 
he would soon leave 


hoever he was, 


main road and make for some unfre- 
iented trail. 
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In the absence of any definite suspi- 
cion we had been inclined to fix upon it as 
a Mexican job; but little Georgie was 
positive that the abductor was not a 
Mexican, but further than that we could 
get no description of him. We were all 
perfectly at a loss therefore when we 
started out in pursuit. I kept the main 
road for a while in order to interrogate 
those I met, hoping to find some one who 
had seen the fellow leave the road, and 
so get on his track, but it soon got dark, 
and getting no clue, I made across the 
country for the nearest Mexican camp, 
where, however, I could find no trace of 
the child whatever. I rode all night, 
and then crossed over towards the ranch 
by a different trail, and returned more 
puzzled than I had been in setting out. 
The women were distracted, of course, 
and I found a number of the neighbors, 
who had ridden over to aid me in the 
search, aroused by the inquiry already 
made in every direction. Jake and Ned 
soon returned, unsuccessful, wearied, and 
despondent. Will and the Mexican 
were still out. The following morning 
Will returned, completely done up and 
as unsuccessful as the rest of us. He 
had taken the precaution to publish the 
child’s disappearance and to offer a 
reward. 

It was the evening of the third day 
after the abduction when we saw Don 
Ignacio and his son riding up the road. 
Rosinante a little droopy, but evidently 
still game. They rode at a very slow 
pace, and when they reached the fork of 
the road took the trail for the house on 
the knoll. Don Ignacio seemed to be 
closely wrapped up, but that is the way 
with Mexicans. They will tie a great 
big shawl around their necks with the 
thermometer at ninety degrees. As the 
old gentleman rode up to the house, we 
all clustered around in silence and anxi- 
ety to receive him. He rode right into 
the midst, then without saying a word 
opened his coat, and there was the little 
darling, safe and fast asleep. 
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So soon as the first emotions of joy 
and surprise were Over, every body ques- 
tioned the old Don at once, to know the 
particulars, but the old fellow couldn't 
speak a word of English, and our Span- 
ish was mighty thin; but the boy spoke 
Knglish fairly well, and we questioned 
him. 

“Where did you find her?” said Ned, 
passing the little darling tenderly over 
to her mother. 

“Over at Salvador 


“ Salvador, County 


‘Sz, Senor 


Luolumn« 


“Why, how did she get there?”’ 

“ Mrs. Heathcote’s first husband kid- 
nap her, and carry her over there.” 

Here Ned swore a terrible oath, turned 
pale, looked 


pur- 


clenched his teeth, and 


+ 


around as though about to start in 
suit of his enemy 

“My tather, he suspect all 
said the boy. “ You 
the place where ali bad 


bo lV, be 


along,’ 
know Salvador is 
Mexicans fo 
ause Salva- 
to Wood 

the brush, where they 
can get away. Well, my father, he 
think Steve kidnap the baby and take 
so we strike the trail to Sal- 
and 


when they kill any 
that 
Creek through 


break right down 


dor, 


her there ;: 


vador the other side of the river, 
then we meet a man who see Steve with 
Then to 


Sonora for the sheriff, and he follow 


her my father, he send me 


Steve to Salvador. Just before we get 


to Salvador we meet my father, and he 


tell the sheriff Steve there with the baby, 
for The sheriff 


} 


constables, and father and 


he see him. and two 


me go to the 


house, some tothe back door, some to 
the front door. When the sheriff knock 
at the front door, Steve open it. He 
been drinking hard, and when sheriff 
say, ‘Steve, you my prisoner,’ Steve 
shoot him, and break for the back door. 
hen the constable shoot Steve.” 

“Ts he dead ?”’ we all asked. 

“Ves, Steve dead and the sheriff 
dead ” 

“Well, that’s an end of the scoun- 
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drel, anyhow,” said Ned. “ Thank God, 
Kate will have no further trouble wit! 
him.” 

Of course we all wanted to make muc! 
of the old Don, but he just stepped off 
his horse a minute, took off his spurs, 
no Mexican will enter a house with hi 
spurs on, — said, with a flourish, “ C 
permeso de Ustedes, Senores,” walked in 
and kissed the baby. 

She was half asleep, but she put her 
and kisse¢ 
him in Then 
the old Don mounted his horse again, 


little arms around his neck, 
her pretty, loving way. 
made us all a stately salute, and rode off 
with his boy. 

Well, after that 
smooth. The papers all came out about 


everything went 


Steve,— 
and abused Kate,— 
bearing she had been with him,— how 


the man how he had wronged 


how patient and for- 


he had gambled and wasted her last dol 
lar, and even taken her jewels and sold 
them, and then had brutally maltreated 
was forced to leav 
and then whe 
a good and tru 


her, until at last she 


him and get a divorce 


had finally married 
man, how he had still continued to pet 


she 


se cute herand had even stolen her child 
This 


Kate, of course, and the 


made a strong feeling in favor of 
Mitchells, feel 
ing that they had been too stiff and cold, 
to believe that 
Kate had been they did n't 
know how to be nice enough. We all 
felt mighty grateful tothe old Don, pat 
folks, and none of 
eet even with him, 
than we ex- 


and perhaps too ready 
to blame, 


ticularly the women 
us knew what todo to 


SOoOonE 


but the chance came r 
pected, and led to the third wedding in 
rather a queer sort of a way. 

I think I told you that there was a 
cood deal of excitement in the camp 
about the Mexicans. 
there in Tuolumne County, Salvador, 
was a terrible hole, and there were oth- 


around Well, it 


all Mexican devilment by any 


hat place overt 


ers nearly as_ bad. 
was n't 
means, though everything was shunted 


ontothem. Many a Mexican was strung 
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in those days for a white man’s deeds, 

though I don’t mean to say but what 
Mexicans were almost as bad as they 
could be. But it shows how the 
x worked, when [ tell you that fora 
the Mexicans got the credit of that 

lnaping scrape, and even of killing 
sheriff. 

\Well, not long after this there was a 





rible killing scrape at San Andreas, 
nother, a perfect butchery, at Car- 
s, and the deputy sheriff and two of 
constables were killed in making 
sts. That started the whole county, 
the people armed themselves every- 
ere, and broke up into squads to drive 
ry Mexican out of the county. There 
re no threats and very little talk ; it 
s leave or hang, and sometimes they ’d 

x one to hurry up the rest. 
Well, one morning old Don Ignacio’s 
came up to the ranch riding old 

I 


Rosinante like as thoug 


1 the Devil was 
r him, and told us that a vigilance 
imittee was marching down to their 
e to clear them all out The boy 
yadly 
,in fact. It did not take us long to 
ourselves, mount, and ride down to 
place. We got there just in time, 


would have it; for the old Don 
ime, — would n’t budge an inch, 


scared,— most out of his 


d they were just about to string him 
front of his own shanty. In fact, 
y had the rope around his neck, and 
vould have been a goner, only that a 


~ 


ity pretty girl, they said was his 
who had just arrived from Lo 
reles to visit him, flung herself upon 
,and impeded the ceremony. They 
hought at first that we'd come to 
the proceedings, for they set upa 
| shout, but Will was off his horse like 
flash, and jerking the rope off the old 
's neck, he pulled his six shooter, 
said, “Gentlemen, you have got to 
away with me first before you hurt 
iir of that old man’s head.” 
Che leader of the vigilance crowd was 
\like McLarren, a notorious politician, 
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bully, and shoulder striker. He seemed 
a good deal taken aback, for Will had 
the drop on him, and the rest of us had 
drawn our weapons. 

“We 'renot here to hang white men,” 
said he, looking mighty ugly and black. 
“We're after these Mexicans, and, by 
God, they shall leave, or we'll string 
‘em all up.” 

“There are no Mexicans here,” said 
Will. “ These people are native Califor- 
nians. They have a better right to be 
here than the best of us, for the matter 
of that. And we don't want any white- 
washed Irish rowdies to tell us who has 
a right tolive in America, or who 
has n't.” 

Will had put up his pistol as soon as 
he began to talk, and McLarren seeing 
this and watching his opportunity, drew 
on him all of a sudden; but the hammer 
of his pistol caught in the sheath, and 
Will was too quick for him. He struck 
him a terrific blow in the face, and ina 
minute had him down, with both hands 
at his throat. 

There was an excited hush for a 
moment, but our party stood with their 
pistols drawn, and Ned said, as cool as 
you please, “ Hands oft, gentlemen; let 
them settle it between themselves. The 
next man that wants to fight can tackle 
me.” 

But the fate of their captain didn’t 
give them any encouragement, for Will 
throttled him till he was insensible, and 
they had to pack him down to the spring 
to bring him to. 

Well, sir; it was the prettiest thing 
any body ever saw, to see that girl go up 
to Will to thank him, after it was all 
over. She was all afire, and seemed to 


grow as she walked. She was a lovely 


girl anyway, and though Spanish to the 
back-bone, was fairer than any of our 
women,— fairer even than Mary; but 
she looked positively glorious, her eyes 
flashing, her hair waving, and her bosom 
heaving, as she stepped up to him. At 
first I thought she was going to throw 
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her arms around him and kiss him, but 
she only stooped and pinned a piece of 
Cape jasmine to his buttonhole, but I 
saw the look she gave him out of those 
glorious eyes, and I knew ina minute 
that he was gone and done for. Then 
she snatched his hand, covered it with 
kisses, and pressed it with both of hers 
to her bosom. 

“ Valiente, noble, de Corazon simpat- 
a said fervently. “ Ofesco las 
gracias en nombre del pobre Viejo y de 


she 
la humanidad.” 

And then with a certain emphatic dig- 
nity and grace she turned to us and said 
in perfect English, “ Gentlemen, I thank 
you one and all. You have prevented an 
atrocity, a barbarism. I trust you will 
not leave us until yonder canaz/le have 
taken their departure,” at the same time 
casting a look of withering scorn upon 
them. 

It was not difficult to prevail upon 
them toleave. McLarren seemed to have 
had all the fight taken out of him ; and 
I don’t think there ever was much in the 
rest of the party. At any rate they 
seemed glad to slink off, and even made 
some excuses on going. McLarren didn’t 
come up to the house again at all, but 
led where he 
mounted his horse. 

Will did n't lose any time making 
tothat girl. It was fireand tow anyway, 
for he had her up to the ranch the very 
next day and introduced her as his prom- 
ised bride. Quick work, wasn’t it ?— 
but if you'd only seen that pair ride up 
horseback,—the grace and carriage of 
them both,— you'd have sworn they ’d 
been made for each other from the day 
of their birth. Will would have married 
her right then and there, and have lived 
at his ranch until he could 
have got one of his own, but she said 
no, The wedding should be in 
Angeles, among her friends. ‘She had 
a little ranch of her own down there, 
which would serve them till they could 
We all knew what Mexican 


was over to the road, 


love 


brother’s 


Los 


get better. 
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ranches are, even if we had not the pat- 
tern before our eyes in old Don Igna- 
cio’s place, but Will was so far gone hi 
would have married'in a brush shanty 
and farmed it on acactus ranch. . 

So they agreed upon the day for him 
to be in Los Angeles, and then she 
started for home. Everybody who 
had n't seen the girl, when they heard of 
the engagement thought that Will was 
throwing himself away, of course; but 
we who had seen her knew that 
was a prize without a dollar, even if he 


she 


had to serve seven years for her. 

Well, sir, Will chose me for his best 
man, and we went down to Los Angeles, 
where we walked over to the Hotel and 
inquired for the address she had given us. 
The proprietor looked at Will rather 
curiously, I thought, and inquired if he 
was Mr. Will Heathcote. 

“ That ’s my name, sir,” said Will. 

“Well then, there’s a carriage here 
for you,” was the reply. “Wait a 
moment and I'll have the horses put 
in.” 

In five minutes a superb team drove 
up, and a servant with his hat off held 
open the door of the carriage for us and 
then mounted beside the driver. Ina 
few minutes Will asked him how far it 
was over to Miss Covarrubia’s place. 

“ You ‘re on it now, sir,” he said, “ but 
it is two or three miles yet tothe house.” 

At this Will looked at me and I looked 
at Will, but neither of us said a word. 
In about twenty minutes we drove up 
through a magnificent grove of orange 
trees to an elegant mansion surrounded 
by a spacious piazza, around which a 
profusion of lovely vines were trained, 
and before we could alight, Miss Covar- 
rubia in a white muslin dress, looking 
like an angel, stepped out to receive us. 
Two or three young ladies whom she 
introduced as her cousins and an elderly 
lady whom she presented as her aunt 
also received us on the piazza, and we 
that this the littl 
ranch, or rather one of the little ranches, 


soon learned was 
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hich Don Ignacio’s niece had spoken his son are all expected to arrive this 
In short, Will found that he was afternoon, that Ned was so anxious for 
caged toone of the greatest heiresses you to remain a week or two longer, for 
California. This Santa Barbara there’s to be a_ betrothal of young 
ice also belongs to them, and it is Mitchell and Florence Heathcote, and 
ause Mr. and Mrs. Heathcote, Mr. we thought perhaps you'd like to stay 
d Mrs. Mitchell, and Don Ignacioand and see the fun. 


Henry S. Brooks. 


A DAY’S FISHING ON THE COOS. 


MEASURED by miles, the Coos River more tender shoots, the random cedars 
is a brief career in southwestern Ore- lacking the sense of order, the trunk 
mn. Its twin forks are born under, and showing distortion somewhere, and the 
eir infancy is sheltered by, a dense branches putting forth in a vague, irreg- 
crowth of tall firs, whose branching tops ular manner, the solemn firs graceful, 
shut off the sun’s rays, forbidding evap- orderly, finished, the emblems of dig- 
oration from a soil saturated by the pro- nity, and crowning all, the ever-shift- 
erbial rains of the Webfoot State. The ing clouds and the clear blue of the sky. 
est is virgin where these streams have For miles and miles the vast altitude, in 
their birth, and few white persons have ll its variety of hue and color, its wealth 
traced them from their sources. I have of vegetation, with now and thena stern 
seen them only when they have made _ rock to enhance its grandeur, is mirrored 
heir descent from the hills, and have in the depths below. 
come under the influence of the tides ; here are mirror views found else- 
‘t that the salt of ocean invades their where. Some of them show higher 
recincts, but the flow of tide reverses mountains and more startling landscape 
current of the streams until their features, but few can boast the extent, 
terways are filled to high water mark, the infinite variety, or the beauty akin 
| what were rivers, with steady flow, to a sunset or a rainbow presented by 
ome placid lakes. Like nearly all the beautiful Coos. But the beautiful 
e water courses on the Pacific Coast, in new countries must subserve the use- 
ese streams flowthrough cahons more ful, and the Coos is chiefly valued by the 
less pronounced. Sometimes there Oregonian as a stream replete with 
isa bit of bottom land on one shore, trout. From all the small towns dotting 
ide the most of as a small farm, but the shores of Coos Bay, and from even 
one bank is always, and sometimes both greater distances, the angler here seeks 
, the base of an abrupt hill, rising to his favorite haunt, here pitches his tent 
‘ dignity of a mountain. for his summer vacation. Once on en- 
Profuse vegetation grows to the very chanted ground, the theme of conversa- 
nk, while the pure waters, unstained tion seldom changes ; marvelous tales 
silt or sediment, reflect the heights of skill and luck, tales of off years, when 
ove with their masses of shrubbery, — the Coos had not yielded her accus- 
yrtle trees, with dark green, lustrous tomed number of fish, tales strange and 
liage, soft maples with large leaves, fascinating, which hold the listeners as 
ing in color from the beautiful yel- in the evening they gather about the 


ish green to purple and pink on the camp fire. 
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Night after night the same subject, 
yet with a few salient points remaining, 
never really the each man ex- 
ploiting it after the manner of his own 
mental ime at last, 


after much listening and much observa- 


same, 
constitution. I «¢ 


tion, to feel that fishing does for some 
gl poetry, 
others; it takes them out of 
and | 
came to believe that the fisherman must 
tent — of all 


natures what religion, music, 


does tor 


themselves and transforms them; 


ossessed known or la 


be | 
the fine qualities necessary to 


this particu 


SUCCESS 
lar high 


juestion- 


in any high calling, 


calling demanding absolute, un 
able belief in two points, — that 
caught with a fly isan infinitely precious 
fish, and that a man who uses a bait is a 
In instinct, 


a fish 


ained villain, brutal 


coarse-g 


and incapable of those deeper, finer 


emotions common to the expert, whose 


iurgely in 


mind is supposed to figure 


place of bait. The more I heard, the 
more was my fancy enchained, and the 
time soon came when [also determined 
to taste this bliss, this allurement, that 
by its unnamed seduction can draw the 
cood man trom 


} 
+ 


beyond the « 


and transport his mind 


the bosom of his family, 


ull, 


bare facts of history 

I determined to see for myselt, to feel 
to broaden my ex] ience, 1n a word, to 
co fishin ind try to Know a t was 
ull about I will p ide the forthcom- 
ing narrative by saying that my n¢ 
voyageof discovery will be with astrang¢ 
man, under full pay, who though sur 
charged with the fisherman's instinct 
will yet feel compelled to keep it mod- 
erately within bounds Claud who 
from the tropical richness of his imagin 
ation might be a lineal d idant of 
him of the immemorial castle by the lal 


was to be my guide and friend, pr 
to ignore my imperfections, and 
age and appreciate my maiden efforts. 


Perhaps his attitude towards me, absolute 
toleration, notwithstanding the damag- 


ing circumstance of my sex, and the still 
greater one, lack of skill in the accom- 
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plishment Waltonian, might, consider 
ing the disparity in our 
weighed less lightly, had I not been mov 





years, hav 





upon by the high spirit of research, and 
necessarily deaf and dumb to trifles. 
As I look back upon that scene I cai 





not but feel that on rare occasions i1 
one’s life all things do combine in hai 
mony. Certainly, on that morning on 
that river — more beautiful than the riy 
ers of our dreams—a freckled-faced, 


sensible, responsible, decently-clad boy 


would not have corresponded,—not fitt« 
in to the picture. Claude, out at the 


it 
knees, his brown toes untrammeled, each 
making history on its own account, 
belonged to it. 


darkly fringed, knew no shadow of turn 


His wise, deep eyes, 


ing: the most improbable of that day’s 
lies left no imprint on their soulful 
depths, and the candor of their glance 


1? 


W1li tore 


stand between me and utte! 
condemnation of liars. 


to <¢ 
a small stream running f1 


Claude was onduct 
mouth otf 
the 


where was always to be f 


south, and emptying into the Coos, 


und good fish 


ing, —so runs the legend. The oth 
two male members of the party lean 
off in an zsthetic, ornamental way, 
a sort of middle-man way. They wet 


there ostensibly to see justice done, t 


see that I fished first, last, in the best 


and to my heart’s content. 


} 
pla Cs, 


Phe obi ct of the excursion not belie 
, a 
serious, they toyed and trifled; and 


seemingly just a little bored, talked in 
tolerant tones down to my level, and i 
language quite intelligible, «of reels, 


al ~ 


vy other t 


hooks, flies, rods, and mat hings 
pertaining to the craft 

Nothing in a small way could have 
been more complete. A good boat, 
three fancy rods, with all manner ot 


hooks, leade S, and flic S calore, besides 
—let it be spoken in a whisper — some 
live grasshoppers in a tin can, and to 
round out things into perfection, a deli- 
cious lunch, with three devoted beings 
each ready to compel the other two to 
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do their duty toward me. And thus we 
moved down that lovely stream. 

[The day was warm, and we rested 

yw and again in the shady turns of the 

ver to examine the luxuriant growth 

f ferns and other plants, as they drooped 

the water’s edge. At one point we 

ored the boat, and the boys went 

wling into the presently 

turning with a young wild pigeon. It 

s none too beautiful with its stubbed 

rple pin-feathers, and it dispelled the 

our 








wot rds, 


etic glamor, which, beguiling 

senses, had well-nigh deceived us into a 
lief in an earthly paradise. 

[In our boat once more we still floated 

Che surface of the water, as smooth 

y broken by a 

rious trout as he darted up and away, 


] 
S ass 


, Was occasionally 
wing 
rgestion, “Catch me if you can,” in 

last flip of his tail as he scurried off. 

\nd thus we loitered, trolling, but not 

fishing we struck our 


a dimpled circle and a mocking 


seriously, till lo, 

ppointed place and the hour of noon 
ether. 

We 
derneath the spreading branches of a 


‘old maple. 


] 


went ashore, and laid our lunch 
The melodious silence 


the deep forest, whose Arcadian 
ty no man’s hand had yet profaned, 
the soft 


river flowing deeply at 


to the music made by 
ping of the 
feet, cast over us a spell of enchant- 
nt, and the dreamy delight 
is happy conjunction of nature's best, 


born of 


duced upon me a languor akin to 
I almost forgot I had come out 
kill something. 

Claude, up to the present moment, 


hess: 


| ; leagrcee af alac ler 
shown a degree of elegant modera- 


> 


in all his movements, —a Vere de 


\ on an off day could not have 
wh over a common canoe a more 
lolier-like effect as he stood, at 


s moving forward tothe stroke with 
hand dipping true, while with the 
er pointing leisurely to the myrtles, 
, and hemlocks, he slowly discoursed 
eon in language 
. XII. — 39 


picturesque and 


Vol 
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forcible, — but now he showed an alac- 
rity in stowing away in one heterogen- 
eous mass plums, cold tongue, cake, and 
pickles, all quite inconsistent with the 
manifestations of his nature as observed 
during the morning. His conversational 
powers flagged perceptibly, the glow of 
his fancy had abated, it cost him an 
effort to respond to questions even in 
monosyllables, a strange, preoccupied 
unrest was but too apparent, when sud- 
denly his eyes fell upon a tin cup; a 
light broke over his countenance, he 
sprang from the ground and announced 
his intention of going for water. 

The small cloud over Claude’s spirit 
though perceptible had not affected the 
happiness of the rest of the party, still, 
when we believed he had been suffering 
from thirst our attention converged upon 
the fact for an instant, and in the momen- 
tary excitement of this small episode 
none noticed that he took with him his 
rod and the can of bait. The country 
boy’s opportunities for developing from 
the simple into the complex may be com- 
paratively few, but observation leads me 
to believe that a natural double trend 
towards the higher levels of complexity 
can only account for the ease and natur- 
alness with which he takes in and circum- 
vents his city cousin. 

The elder male —he of the gray beard 
—had that most perfect high-bred calm 
which only a born gentleman discharging 
an agreeable duty under favorable aus- 
pices can have. He lit his cigar, puffed 
and lolled in the grass; he sought and 
found a four-leaved clover, and through 
his half-closed lids caressingly measured 
the landscape ; he calculated the number 
of feet of lumberto be gotten out ofa 
ciant tree near us ; then feeling the com- 
mercial instinct to be unworthy of the 
spot and its incomparable charm he fell 
into verse, — perhaps not his own, but 
—finally he arose and went 
stooping about underneath the trees, 


who cared ? 


gazing upward in search of a branch suit- 
able for a fishpole, doubtless to be used 
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by himself,—when suddenly a sharp 
shout broke upon the air, “They’re 
bitin’ ; come on.” 

Another five or ten minutes passed in 
cutting and trimming the pole, then 


another shout, “I’ve caught come 


SIX, 
on.” 

There was then a terrible rustle, as of 
an animal tearing his way through under- 
brush. I looked about me;there wasn’t 
a living mortal in sight ; the only thing 
remaining to console me was a hook and 
long line attached to the cro¢ ’ked branch 
of a tree, as sinuous in its curves as the 
Coos itself. | sadly this 
memento of the chivalry of man,and went 
forward to the place whence issued the 
sound of There on the highest 
point, spread out to the four winds of 


shouldered 


VOIces, 


heaven, — for he seemed to have grown, 
— his face lit up with an unearthly ecs- 
tacy was Claude, taking in one trout after 
another. In the were 
the other two, so deeply absorbed that 


boat just below 


they apparently had become one with the 
universe, and had entered into that peace 
that knows no shame. 


The emotions of that moment are 
counted amongst the most vivid of my 
life, and the sharp sentiment of the 


poignant reality cut me to the quick: 


certainly in the hunt for sensation I had 
been more than fortunate. 
ed a fly 


_ 


I b 


had ra 


In a canciltatory voice 


or some bait. The bait been 


} 
of honor | Was 


used, and on my word 
compelled to go on all fours and catch a 
grasshopper before I threw a line, and 
I only threw it once, for the bowing, 
bending, twirling, twisting disposition of 
my rod led me to believe that I might 
never know a bite from a bend, and that 
to discontinue, scorn the business, and 
become a martyr, would be more satis- 
factory. 

Just as I was settling against a tre 


studying an attitude to correspond 


with, and idea of, injustice 


done and to convey the impression of a 


convey an 


and incurable sorrow, a_ voice 


deep 
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arrested my attention. I advanced a 
step; there unchanged were my three 
fishermen with illuminated  counte- 
nances, —they to float abov 
the influences of ideas belonging to com- 
mon life, dead to any fear of cons« 
quences following broken promises, dead 


seemed 


to all sense of ridicule, dead to aught 
save the hot pursuit of harmless, fang- 
less, bloodless fish. Ye gods! and they 
cheerfully, unaffectedly, undauntedly 
asked me to continue catching grasshop- 
pers —for them. 

Hebe passing nectaron Mount Olym- 
pus, no doubt, moved with the same 
proud humility as did I, when with a 
grasshopper between my thumb and 
forefinger I loftily furnished it forth to 
the triumphant trio, —my superiors it 
Catching 


sex, skill, and shamelessness. 
grasshoppers, although attended with 
some discomfort and considerable exer- 
cise, 1S only a degree less exciting than 
fishing, presumably. I sought the green 
slope of a hill where the sun lay the hot 
test. 


ditions 


Grasshoppers of all ages and con- 


out. The patriarch 
brown coat and not quite up to a home 


were 


run, indolently inclined to hide unde 

leaf rather than risk a leap in the sun; 
the small green babies, little more than 
liquid leaves as I sometimes found to my 
disgust, slipped in and out and finally let 


themselves be caught. 


After a certain leneth of time they 
apparently knew what it was about, for 
on my return from the boat, where | 


was obliged to carry each one after I had 
him, step as quietly as I might, 
there was a whirr, and 


captured 
then for quite l 
space neither sound nor movement could 
But I was not to be balked 
I tracked them to then 


to the open field, 


be detected. 
lens and hustled 
where 


] ] 
astonishea 


them my ala 


As | 


new enterprise 


rity in the chase me. 
gained experience in the 
it became a pleasure, and like all pleas 
ures it had its refined and gross side. 
To corral a grasshopper on its first jump 


created a mild but still perceptible thrill, 




















ut to catch one on its and my fourth 
imp in a thistle bed — O joy exultant ! 

O moment supreme! 

I even began to remark the maneuver 
f each as it expressed its degree of 
ntelligence, imprisoned in the palm of 
ny hand. The old fat ones were the 
asiest caught, but showed decided skill 
n getting away,—they gave no unne- 
essary thumps, but stoically awaited a 
favorable opportunity, and then gave 
ne bound for life and frequently got 
iway withit. The younger ones, when 
they did not make a mash in the begin- 
ling, were generally unable to do more 
give afew kicks during the final act 
being hooked. 
My mind during the grasshopper hunt 
detached from its 


than 


id become wholly 
pessimistic view, engendered by a too 
ree exhibition of the predominant and 

p-seated characteristic of the male of 
species. I speculated upon the won- 
rful versatility of the human being in 
his compar- 
up the 


eater for the lesser good,-— his adapta- 


is various walks of life, 
tive cheerfulness in giving 


ity when debarred the pleasure of 


.¢ z 1 


and killing a superior kind of 
‘in turningtoanother sufficiently 
ractive to satisfy the determined call 

is nature. 
\s these idle thoughts floated through 
brain, the Major came in sight. It 
that man 
ould be judged, not by what he has 
e, but by what he rhe 
lajor had not promised to see that I 
ld fish. After 


flat-iron, he 


said in simple justice a 


has not done. 


anchoring his boat 


i a arose 


and began 
rly to switch the stream 
I no com- 


ne appearc . aman ol 


n mold, and therefore in strong con- 


Alas! 


hantment to 


t to those nearer me. distance 


s lend en the view. 
‘epting the challenge todraw nearer, 
Major’s total lack of surprise at the 

mposition of the tableau vivant before 

m rent the veil, — I saw him as he was. 

Che that of the 


catch, including 
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Major, was fifty beautiful trout, the 
larger ones weighing about three anda 
half pounds. The row home was more 
delightful, if possible, than that of the 
The heat had passed, the 
mountains were shadowed 
deep in the bosom of the stream. Mir- 
ror Lake, at Yosemite, pales its beauties 
before these in the unfamed_ waters 
of the We lingered, and while 
the dying day painted its glories in a 
thousand shimmering tints at each 
stroke of our oars, we talked softly, and 
The things seen by 
the eye of fancy in the vague depths of 
the increasing shadows in the river, the 


morning. 


trees and 


Cor Ss, 


forgave each other. 


voices of the small creatures singing, 
deepening the silence, enchanted us, and 
yet with the enchantment mingled a 
pale presentiment that once ashore we 
should confront the sorrow which some- 
times darkens the close of happy days, 

That night as I lay in my bed several 
things came to me, —that though de- 
frauded of a practical knowledge of fish- 
ing, which I longed for, I had acquired 
a new respect for it as a fine art. I felt 
there were depths, distances, shades, 
technique, motif, and all the rest of it, 
whose border line I had not even touched, 
and which like other fine arts gives to 
its devotee, has he but the true temper- 
ament, the privilege of making laws for 
himself, these laws changing to suit his 
vice of the hour. 

As my eyes were closing under the 
drowsy influence of the night, a voice on 
the veranda beneath my window brought 
me back fromdreamland. It was Claude’s’ 
in reply to a question, “ How many fish 

ketch ?—nary shan’t 
no more time on women; they 


did she one, | 
waste 
‘t learn to fish. Pooh! women can’t 
fish ; it ain’t in ’em.”’ 

Later a 
“Well, well, — sneaked off, did he, and 
got thirty before he gave you a chance ? 
— who would have thought it of Claude, 


heavier voice reached me, 


and he so innocent looking ?”’ 
Really there is a great deal to fishing. 
Laura Lyon White. 
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IX. 


“You here, Philip? Well, | am sur- 
prised —_”" 

“Not so much as I must be, Doctor. 
When one sets out to see the world, as 
you seem to have been doing, he must 
expect to meet a few old friends here 
and there. And why should you not 
come across me as well as anybody else ? 
But that you whom I left settled down 
in your quiet home four years ago—”’ 

“I'll tell you all about that, Philip. 
But you must first help me get Clare 
down from the wagon.” 

“ Surely you do not mean — Clare here, 
too ?”’ = 

I looked around and saw Clare sitting 
motionless upon one side in front. Her 
dark dress, thrown against the almost 
equally dark cover of the wagon and min- 
gled with the shawls and other appur- 
tenances that had been employed to 
make her seat more comfortable, had 
prevented me at the first from seeing 
any one there at all. Now, at her father’s 
call, she moved and allowed herself to 
be lifted to the ground, one of us assist- 
ing at each side. Did she recognize me 
as turning her head she looked into my 
face to thank me forthe attention? Per- 
haps not; her demeanor was so quiet, 
her expression so calm and immovable. 
It might well be that in this strange 
place and through the fast waning light, 
she would fail to recall in the bearded 
miner who held up his arm for her sup- 
port the smooth-faced boy, from whom 
she had parted so long ago. And yet I 
felt that I should have recognized her 
anywhere, and under any condition. The 
rirlish smile had left her, indeed, and per- 
haps never to return. The sunny, care- 
less expression, the laugh that seemed 
to lurk in every featfire ready at the 





slightest temptation to break forth, — 
all these were nolonger there. Instead, 
there was a quiet gravity evidently not 
assumed for the moment, but rather 
something that had been growing upon 
her for months past as her settled expres- 
sion,—it seemed as though I should have 
noted that distinction even in a less famil- 
iar face,—the difference between what 
might be transitory and what was habit- 
ual appearing so well defined. Her face 
too, was thinner; that must have come 
from much trouble of the mind, though 
possibly the long, weary journey across 
the plains might have a large share in 
accounting for it. Yes, with all these 
changes, certainly I must have known 
her again in any garb or condition. 

It had happened that through all that 
day of trial and up to that very mo- 
ment I had thought little about he 
There came a thrill of thankfulness into 
my heart as suddenly I realized that fact. 
However often, during the past few days, 
errant reflections had from time to time 
been forced upon me respecting the 
changed relations with her that might en- 
sue were Rush Brackley out of the way, 
yet from the moment the man’s doom 
was sealed no thought had come to me 
in connection with it of anything except 
vengeance to be exacted for Howard 
Silsby’s murder. But now again at the 
sight of her, the old familiar feeling 
began to flow back into my soul with 
the force of atorrent. She was with me 
once more,—brought back to me by 
a kindly assisting fate,— doubtless un- 
changed in feeling towards me, and per- 
haps even bringing to me again as res- 
titution for the past the olden, fresh first 
affections of her heart. Was the moment 
actually at hand when I could take he: 
once more to my breast, and teach het 
that all the troubles of the past four 
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years had been merely a series of ugly 
ireams to be swept aside and forgotten ? 
Then that reassuring thought — un- 
vorthy as I deemed it, and to be put 
side and forgotten as a tempter’s poison 
passed off ; and instead of it, the ter- 
or of the immediate situation took full 
possession of me. Whatever happiness 
might be reserved for me in the future, 
[ knew that there must be much danger 
f trouble and misery to be first encount- 
red. Why had she come back to me in 
he midst of that terrible crisis? Could 
t have been mere chance? And yet such 
strange chances seldom happen of them- 
ly Was it through the agency of 
some malignant fate? If so, what bitter 
‘periences might not be destined still 


oe. 


d it be possible 


» crow out of it? Coul 
it the full horror of 
w been reacl 
+ lines of the lives of husband and wife 


] 
CIiOSEC 


the situation had 
ved, and that the converg- 


d already approached as ly as 
1ey ever could, and thenceforth would 
iverg s and never 


e in parabolic curve 


in ? 


raw as near together ag: That issue 
vas certainly to be hoped for, and even if 
ossible to be socontrived. And yet the 


out their | 


Fates seldom work Urposes In 
his incomplete manner ; and as I gazed 
ss the plain towards where the pris- 

er sat bound, awaiting his just doom, 

| thought how impossible it must be that 
Clare could have been led to journey over 
those many thousand miles and not at 
he last be drawn across those few hun- 
And yet no one knew 
ie dreadful secret but 1 

brackley had always cautiously refrained 
m telling his name,— possibly he had 

it unrevealed against the 


d feet between. 
Rush 


nyself. 


en keeping 
me when he might be so fortunate as to 
ible to re-assumeit in some higher con- 
tion of life. Among the miners he was 
known as the faro dealer. Howard 
ilsby, who alone could have betrayed 
m, was dead ; and Doctor Somers and 
Clare would probably leave the mine 
irly the next morning. Evidently this 
ice to them was merely a resting place 


J 


re 
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for the night. What, therefore, was to 
prevent that all danger of discovery 
should pass quietly away, and even the 
most malignant efforts of fate remain 
thwarted at the last? 

“ We journeyed across —”’ the Doctor 
began. 

“Wait a moment,” I said. Anxious 
as I was to hear everything, I could im- 
aginea little of it, and the rest could wait 
foramore convenient season. At pres- 
ent, I must look out for their repose and 
comfort, since they both must be fairly 
tired out with the long day’s journey, not 
to speak of the many months of the same 
toilsome monotonous experience. And I 
rushed headlong into a neighboring tent, 
whose owner was a stranger to me. 

“An old gentleman and his daughter 
have just come in. They will go away 
tomorrow morning. They have no place 
to sleep in. Will you give up your tent 
to them for just this night ?”’ 

The man complied ; not very willingly, 
perhaps, for no one relishes being turned 
out of his quarters for strangers, but the 
circumstances were certainly peculiar, 
and so he made little objection. Ina 
few minutes I had worked up some ap- 
proach to comfort inside the tent, and 
also made a fire outside, at which I soon 
had a pot of coffee awaiting its time to 
boil. Then I led Clare within, and told 
her that this, by courtesy of the miner, 
was their place for the night. Pleasant 
dreams to her. By this time I was sure 
that she had recognized me; it could not 
be otherwise. Even if my beard had 
changed the expression of my face, there 
was my voice, that tell-tale witness, to 
betray me. But she did not speak, ex- 
cept in a low tone to thank me for my 
care, and as she would have thanked a 
stranger. I had hoped that she would 
call me by name, but she did not. Per- 
haps after all that had happened, she 
thought 
come from me; and apart from all that, 
she was always somewhat reticent in her 
manner, little prone to make advances, 


the open recognition should 
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and generally waiting for any one to 
speak, rather than herself. 

Then I passed outside again, and joined 
the Doctor, who had remained standing 
by the wagon, not seeming to know ex- 
-a little 
dazed, perhaps, at this’startling encount- 
I took him by 
the arm, and leading him to where he 


actly what to do with himself ; 


er with an old friend. 
could rest himself, sat down beside him. 

“There will be a few minutes yet be- 
“ Now tell 
me all about this ;—how you have come 
here, and why ?” 

“| scarcely know, Philip, indeed, — I 
scarcely know.” He spoke in a low, in- 
distinct tone, with a little hesitation and 
the tone, indeed, of aman well 
advanced in life who has become weary 
of the world and all that is in it,— weary 
of conversation, of his own thoughts, and 


fore supper, Doctor.” I said. 


quay CT, 


more especially of being led into any 
expression of them. “I think I 
brought into it gradually, Philip; it did 
not exactly come upon me suddenly. It 
all Clare’s 
marriage.” 

“A very unfortunate marriage I haVe 
heard.” 

“Yes, though we 


was 


began, of course, through 


did not think so 


at first. For a while, all went so well 
that — 
& “And did she love him, Doctor?— 


Was there—that is to say—did you 
never have any suspicion about anybody 
else who, that is—whom she may have 
preferred —some one whom she might 
at a former time have learned to- 

“T don’t exactly know what you mean, 
Philip. Why should she have married 
this man if she did not care for him?” 

“Of course not, | didn’t mean that. 
[ don't exactly know what I did mean, 
Doctor. Pray go onand don’t mind me. 
We get into queer ways of expressing 

out here, and sometimes | 
realize what I am_ thinking 


ourselves 

scarcely 

about.”’ 
Gone from me at that moment the 


theory which I had so closely hugged 


Pines. 








[ Dee. 
to my soul that Clare might have loved 
me all along, and only at the last been 
tempted from fidelity to me through 
persuasion and perhaps compulsion by 
Could it be that I had deceived 
and that this 
was merely the first of a series of impend. 


others. 
myself in other respects, 


ing disillusions ? 

“Yes, Philip, certainly she must have 
loved him, or else she would not have mar 
ried him. And for a while, I must say 
that he treated her very kindly and that 
they seemed quite happy together. But 
then things began tochange. It was so 
gradual that for a while I did not see it 
myself. I think that half the village 
was remarking it before I did. Yousee, 
Clare was not at all communicative with 
me, — was too proud, I suppose, to com- 
plain, —and Rush Brackley was a little 
cautious for a time, about abusing her 
before me. But all the while he was 
speaking cruelly to her before other peo- 
ple, and there’s many a time the poor 
child was made miserable and came home 
to cryin her own room, and I was neve 
the wiser for it. And soit went on from 
bad to worse, and his business affairs 
began to fall into confusion, and it is my 
opinion that they never were quite right 
from the beginning. I don't believe, 
Philip, that there was an honest hair in 
the man’s head. Not paying his debts 
was a very little thing, comparatively, — 
little swindlings made it worse, of course, 
—and people began at last to talk about 
forgeries. There must have been for- 
geries, —I know it to my cost, —— but | 
could not very well have taken any action 
against him to protect myself. But oth- 
ers could; and so there came the day 
when he was found to have disappeared 
without letting any one, not even his 
wife, know when he went ocr where he 
was going.” 

“ After all, it must have been some- 
thing of arelief to you.” 

“T don’t suppose that can be denied, 
In fact, it 
I am 


Philip, between ourselves. 
saved the family a great disgrace. 
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told that if Rush Brackley had remained 
day longer, he have been 
rrested, and on some criminal charge, 





would 





misappropriation of funds or the like. 
He took everything with him that he 

iid, and almost impoverished me. But 

it last, perhaps, I should not speak 
bout. Anyhow, there was the relief 

at he had gone, and I think that even 
Clare began after a while to feel it so. 
Of course, I did not question her upon 

‘subject, and naturally shewas awfully 

t down and mortified about the dis- 
of it. But after a while it seemed 

though she began to pick up a little, 
nd her flesh and color to come back, 
nd I should have felt tolerably con- 

nted, having her with me all the rest 

{ her life at peace, but that —” 

“ But what, Doctor?” 

“Well the fact is, that I was all the 
vhile apprehensive that Brackley would 
ome back again and claim his wife. It 
might be, you see, that he could arrange 


ace 


his matters, by a compromise or some- 
thing of that kind, and be able to return 
without further fear of arrest. And he 
would surely do so, if he thought that 
there was anything more to be got out 
f us,—anything that had _ slipped 
through his fingers before. And then 
sain, he might come back simply to tor- 
ture poor Clare. Some men aft so con- 
stituted. I suppose he must have cared 
tor her a little at the first, but it really 
ippeared afterwards as though he hated 
And if so, he would be mean and 
lastardly enough not to let her alone, 
but to keep her under his control, so as 
to abuse her more and enjoy watching 
her sufferings. I declare to you, Philip, 
| had scarcely an hour’s peace for months 
together, thinking about it. Never a 
etter came but I opened it with fear of 
\earing something about him, and when 
1 strange knock came on the door, | 
would find my heart leaping up into my 
throat with the dfead that it might be 
he again. And Clare seemed to feel the 
same way, for I could see her start and 


ner. 
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the color come into her face,and I knew 
just what she, too, was dreading. And 
at last I could endure it no longer. 
There was little left to keep me inthe 
My practice was all gone, and I 
my house. 


place. 
had been obliged to sell 
There was a position offered me in one 
of the St. Louis hospitals, and it seemed 
to me that there we could keep more 
out of the way. So we broke up and 
went to St. Louis.” 

“ And there?” 

“ Well, for a time we had a little peace 
And yet all the while I could not but 
realize that it was illusive. There had 
been no secret about where we had gone, 
If Rush Brackley was to return, he 
could follow us to St. Louis as well, 
And so the old disturbings came over 
us, and it seemed as though we did not 
know to turn. But one day, 
Philip, I received a letter from my 
brother in San Francisco. If he did not 
know all, he knew at least that I was 
not altogether pleasantly situated. He 
is well established there as a prominent 
shipping merchant, and he told me that 
if I would come out he would soon see 
that I had plenty to doin my profession, 
For a while I resisted the temptation, 
It seemed so far for a man of my age to 
travel across a continent, to begin life 
again.” 

“True, Doctor. And yet —”’ 

“Yes,—and yet it might have its 
recompenses, too, you were about to say, 
In that way and only that could I get 
away from Rush Brackley. And there 
came a day when it was announced that 
a train would start from Fort Indepen- 
dence for California, and under escort of 
a company of United States troops de- 
tailed for Fort Yuma. Here would be 
safety from Indians, and some better 
chance of comfort than emigrant trains 
usually met with, and probably a reason- 
ably speedy transit. There were two 
officers of the detachment, too, who had 
become acquainted with Clare, and were 
very urgent that we should go ; and I felt 


where 
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that their kindcourtesies and attentions 
would be very valuable.” 

“ Naturally, Doctor Somers.”’ 

“Well, in the end, as you may see, we 
started. I bought my team and horse, 
and every comfort I could think of ; and 
apart from the fact that I aman old man 
for such a long journey, and of course 
am now very wearied with it, I have no 
We have been only 
four months on the route, and Clare has 
had every attention that kind hearts can 
lavish. Ah, they gentlemen, are 
they not, thesearmy officers! At Yuma 
they left us ; but from there it has been 
Some fifty 
miles back we began to break up. Some 


cause to complain. 
are 


easy to comein by ourselves. 


went to the upper mines, as they call 
them, and some to the lower, and the 
ol for San 


have loosely straggled along. Iam very, 


rest us, bound Francisco, 


very tired of it all, Philip, but am quite 
happy in the thought that we have given 


the goodby forever to Rush Brackley. 


t 
I 
} 
i 


When we left St. Louis we had not 


made sufficient acquaintance for any one 
to about 
direction we had gone 


care which 
And I took care 
not to write back home about any of our 


plans. Do you know, I heard it stated 


remembering in 


that some one had seen Rush Brackley 
in Europe, at one of the gambling cen- 


ters where adventurers most do congre- 


cate, 


he may stay there for all the rest of his 
worthless life. 


Very likely it was true, and if so, 


But if he comes back to 
our old home he will not find us, and if 
he traces us to St. Louis, will not 
find us there, either; and after that, the 
trail will be lost to him. O, Philip, 
after all, it is worth tenfold the toil we 


} 
ie 


have endured to arrive at that pleasant 
consummation of 
man.”’ 

“ Dec idedly, Doctor. And 
course, your trouble is really over. 


escape trom such a 
ot 
; \ It is 
only afew miles to where the settlements 
begin to grow larger and the comforts of 
them greater, and where youcan rest on 
Chen 


now, 


the way as long as you please. 
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will be Stockton, and from there a pleas- 
ant sail down the river and bay, and you 
will be at home with your brother. But 
now—you must not think to rest her« 
for any time. You must be off early 
tomorrow, — before sunrise, if possible.” 

“And why so, Philip ?” 

“There is great disturbance here at 
present, —there may be danger. C; 
you see, as you look across the plain, 
that there is great excitement in the set 
tlement? A group around every fire, 
and every man gesticulating ? Allarmed, 
too, as you would notice, if it were a lit- 
tle lighter. It has been an anxious day 
here, Doctor. This afternoon there was 
brought noted for 
whom they have been in search all sum- 
He was taken yesterday after a 
terrible struggle. Tomorrow he isto be 
hanged, — his many crimes will admit of 
And it is 


is fully expected, indeed 


int 


in a train-robber 


mer. 


no other or less punishment. 
feared — it 

that his band are now lurking near, a1 
organizing for his rescue, and will 
an attempt at it tomorrow. They wi 

probably mingle in the crowd at th 
time of the execution, and there try what 
they I 


Of course, they will b 
beaten back and overcome. Two hun 


mak 


can do. 


dred such men as we have here cannot 
be held at naught by a robber band of 
less than fifty. But 


may be aterrible battle, and I fear lest 


ull the same there 


the loss of lifeand the bloodshed will be 
something fearful. You might not mind 
it, Doctor; but you must see that it is 
not a scene to be spread out for Clare to 
look at.” 

“Surely rot, Philip.” 

“So be ready for an early start, — 
before sunrise if possible, as I have said. 
I will tell your man now to the 
And now good- 


have 
wagon ready betimes. 
night. Let lead you back to the 
tent, — you will need all the little sleep 
you can get before early daylight.” 

I gave my arm to the Doctor, who 
unresisting let himself be conducted 
back to the tent. I saw him enter, and 


me 
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with another goodnight was turning 
away, when the flap of the tent in front 
was again lifted aside, and Clare came 
forth. 

“May I speak with you a little while, 
Philip?”’ she said. 


X. 


I TURNED, and side: by side we slowly 
sauntered on, past the tent and even 
the line of the nearest tents, until we 
had gained a point where we could talk 
without being overheard. I glanced 
stealthily towards her, thinking that 
from her expression I might comprehend 
her present tone of thought and perhaps 
why she was wishing to speak with me. 
But it y too dark for me to 
decipher any especial lines of expres- 
all 


e ol 


was already 


I could see was the sweet, sad 
old, — differing that its 
thoughtful serenity was no longer under- 


SLON , 
how 


uid with those half-hidden springs of 
so ready to break forth 
at an instant’s and the 
whole face with a ripple of merriment. 


vaiety once ever 
notice, cover 
Merely sadness and evidences of past 
trouble now: would these ever lift and 
?— or had they become fixed 
the 

rmer life and the new? But there was 
still the beauty 

maining, and perhaps it might yet be 


Dass away 


ind immovable screens between 


something of olden 


my privilege to reassert my influence, 
nd from the abounding power of my 
ve to bring back upon her face the 


happy impress of the days of yore. 
We passed the place where her father 
been sitting 


>? 


had just 
no heed to my invitation to rest. 


yet she gave no 
There 
times, perhaps, can 
speak with better effect while walking 
than while remaining still. When the 
thoughts are troubled, the lips cannot 


when one 


ire 


ways frame themselves for uninter- 
rupted utterance, and it may be that the 
measured fall of the foot then comes in 
with a welcome cadence and breaks the 
necessity for continued conversation, so 
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much more exacting when at rest than 
when in motion. Meanwhile, from time 
to time I still glanced at her, and in 
silence waited for her to begin. 

“I did not recognize you at first when 
you helped me down,” said. “A 
moment after, and I did. But as you 
had not spoken my name, I thought that 
I must still wait alittle. Were you angry 
with me, Philip, when I wrote you that 
letter four years ago?” 

“It certainly was not a pleasant thing 


she 


for me to read, Clare.’ 

“No, Philip? And so it really made 
you angry? But I had hoped not. I 
had even thought that perhaps you 
would hail it asa release from a trouble- 
some bondage, and so would bless me for 
it. For if we found out that we had been 
mistaken, —as in such cases must soon- 
er or later surely happen, —why then 
of must me first to 
speak.” 

“What do you mean when you speak 
?” | asked. 

“Such as ours,” she said. “ The un- 
inconsiderate, half imagined 
We were 


course it be for 


about such cases 


reflecting, 
affections of the very young. 
both so immature, I scarcely eighteen, 
and you only a little over twenty. 
Do such things ever last, as at first 
intended? And could it 
that they should have lasted any dif- 
ferently with us? I meant no wrong 
to you, Philip, when I let you go away 
trusting in my At the time I 
believed in it myself. But all the same, 
it was simply that girlish passion which 
so many feel, and merely as a dream of 
the reality that should be. No sooner 
had you gone, than I seemed to come to 
myself andreason. And I thought how 
you, too, must be troubling yourself 
about me, and regretting your pledges, 
—you amid new scenes, and seeing 
other and fairer faces, and constantly 
correct and 


be possible 


love. 


gaining wider and more 
enlarged views of life.” 
“Certainly you did me honor in so 


kindly arranging my perceptions for me, 
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and then favoring me with your efforts 
to remodel them.” 

“ Nay, do not speak so reproachfully, 
Philip. I acted for the best, I thought. 
And though I may have misunderstood 
you at the first, I knew that it could not 
be for long. Sooner or later would you 
not have come to my way of thinking, 
and realized that it had all been the mis- 
take of a mere unreflecting boy and 
girl?” 

I did not answer, but walked on in 
silence with my head bowed. One more 
illusion of the past fading away! She 
had never loved me: she was even now 
treating my affection of the past as an 
error, a boyish idiosyncracy! Hence- 
forth, were she ever to love me, it could 
not be in revival of a pleasant past,— it 
could only come from my being able to 
commend myself to her regard in some 
way other than I had yet found out, even 
as a stranger might attempt it. And 
who could say that I would ever have 
the good fortune to succeed ? 

“ For all that, Philip, it was very hard 
to write that letter. I tried many times 
in vain, and at the last almost gave it 
up. Then I thought best to enter into 
no argument, and attempt no excuses. 
If I were doing you a wrong, how could 
I excuse myself? And so, if I remem- 
ber aright, I wrote simply and pleasantly, 
disguising nothing, but claiming all the 
same to remain your friend. And you 
were angry with me? I suppose it must 
have been so at the first, however you 
may have felt. But why did you not after- 
wards write pleasantly to me, forgiving 
me, and so releasing my heart from any 
self-reproach? I think it was unkind in 
you not todo so. The time must have 
surely come when, with me, you would 
have learned to realize that our childish 
love had been nothing more than the gray 
dawn which in almost every one’s life 
must precede the brightness of some 
more lasting affection.” 

“| think that in your case, Clare, the 
gray dawn must have become filled with 





the gold and purple of the newer day, 
long before you were moved to write 
that letter to me.” 

“IT cannot affect not to understand 
your meaning, Philip. You would im- 
ply that at the time I had met my hus- 
band, and that my affection for him was 
already banishing you from my mind. 
It was not so. It was many months after 
writing to you, that I first met Rush. 
You had at the first no rival in my heart ; 
it was only that I began to realize that 
as far as concerned each other, our 
hearts could not be filled as they should 
be with a true and lasting love.” 

Alas! still another illusion swept 

away! It was not that a more powerful 
affection had come to crowd me from 
her thoughts. It was that from the first 
I had not possessed sufficient attraction 
to hold her to myself apart from any 
rivalry at all! 
f ‘Well, let it all pass, now,” I said. 
‘It is scarcely worth while to indulge 
either in regrets or reproaches ; and as 
for forgivenesses, they can scarcely ever 
alter the current of anybody's life. The 
w orld and its mixed up interests.must 
rollon all the same.g In your case, there 
was the result which of course altered 
everything to both of us,— you met and 
you married Rush Brackley.” 

“Yes, Philip, | married him. There 
were some who said that our life together 
was not happy. They may have told you 
so. It was very happy at first; and then 
—there were disturbances which for a 
while threatened —”’ 

Threatened ? And fora while ? What 
words were those she was speaking? 
What self-delusion was taking posses- 
sion of her, or how otherwise was she 
trying to deceive me? I could not resist 
turning a keen glance of scrutiny upon 
her, my thoughts instinct with some new 
and undefined suspicion. I struggled 
not to say anything, but in spite of my- 
self I could not resist one suggestion. 
“ And yet he left you?” 

“ Yes, but that perhaps he could not 
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lp. For you see that after a while he 
ame entangled in his business, and no 
itter how hard he struggled, he could 
manage to bring things right again. 

: [, an ignorant woman, of course, cannot 
; erstand it; but we know that very 
en matters will go all wrong, and yet 
» one to blame for it. Then was the 

‘when I should have shown myself 

better wife than I was. When I saw 

that he was disturbed with cares, and 





new not which way to turn for relief, | 
should have come with more 
mfort for him than I gave, and tried 
toenter into his difficulties and help him 


forward 


ough them. But I never did so. 
\fter my foolish manner I sat one side 
said never a word, or asked him 


what I could do for his assistance ; nor 
was I in any way of use, but merely kept 
of, as though it were no concern of 
ine at all. Men love sympathy in 
their troubles, do they not? And so at 
times— I can tell you this as to an old 
friend—he might have been a little 
cross with me, but it was natural, and 
because I was of no use to him as the 
true wife I should have been. I was 
ingry myself at times, by reason of his 
manner to me; but since then I have 
id opportunity to think it over. Well, 
e time came when he had to go away 
ym me, and leave everything behind. 
He was forced into it, Philip, to escape 
rest. Bad men—they are so cruel to 
each other in matters of business, I have 
been told — made up harsh stories about 
him, and misrepresented everything he 
did, and imputed things to him that I 
know he was incapable of doing, and 
so he was obliged to leave our home, and 
without telling any one about it, else he 
would have been shut up in prison, as 
has been the fate of many other inno- 
nt men, and so prevented from being 
vhere he could help himself at all.” 
What could all this mean? It was 
with difficulty that I was able to keep 
the tell-tale wonderment out of my face, 
and force myself to listen with calmness. 
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I had not expected that she would bewail 
her past woes to me. Such things can- 
not happen with even the most abused 
and injured wife, if she truly respects 
herself. Let her wrongs cry aloud to 
heaven, yet she will try to smile, and act 
a part of ignorance and insensibility 
through them all. But that to me who 
knew her so well Clare should strive to 
palliate her sufferings, and even to turn 
the blame for them upon herself, — why 
this indeed was the utmost excess of 
fatuity. It was stultification of herself, 
— it was an insult to my intelligence. 
No, I could not altogether keep silence. 

“He went away from you, Clare, but 
he did not tell you whither he was go- 
ing, nor for months did he try in any 
way to communicate with you. What 
am I to think of that?” 

“Only that cruel fate still pursued 
him and rendered him powerless. It 
was that I was such an inefficient wife 
to him, so weak and untrusting, that I 
was not worthy of his confidence. If I 
had known where he was, his enemies 
would have wormed it out of me, and 
then he would have been taken, and all 
been lost. Even if he had written to 
me, there must have been those who were 
watching the mails and would have seen 
his letters and whence they had been 
sent, and so everything would still be 
wrong. So, after all, there was nothing 
that he could do but keepsilence. Could 
he ever be brought toforgive me, do you 
think, that I had proved so little worthy 
of being trusted? For a long time I 
hoped that he was getting things into 
order again, so as to return and justify 
my faith in him, but I suppose that mis- 
fortunes weighed too heavily on him for 
that. All the while I.could not say 
anything to father about my hopes, for 
I knew that he was prejudiced as the 
rest. But I watched and prayed all the 
same; and there were weeks when I 
never heard astrange knock at the door, 
but my heart gave a bound, and the blood 
rushed into my face, for I thought that 
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here at last might be Rush, coming 
home again, and with every proof to put 
his enemies to shame.” 

What needless — what terrible foolish- 
ness was this, that she should so persist- 
ently continue in that false strain of 
argument. To a stranger, perhaps, there 
might besome justification in it,— women 
must not too recklessly publish their 
wrongs to all the world. But had she 
not already said that I must have been 
told her story? And could there be any 
possibility that an injured wife should 
be as forgetful and forgiving as she was 
now pretending to be? The cruel blow 
of one minute might be atoned for by 
the kiss of the next ; but who ever heard 
of any such long suffering through harsh 
treatment, followed by months of deser- 
tion, being so readily forgotten when not 
one word of sorrow or regret has been 
uttered? But I still be silent, 
and let her fatuity run on to its end 


would 


unchecked. 

“Then when we moved to St. Louis, 
Philip, I still had hopes that he would 
return. It not as though I had 
passed entirely from his power to see 
me again. At our old home he could 
easily find out where we had gone. And 
started for San 


was 


afterwards, when 
Francisco, shall I tell you how I laughed 
a little to 


were turning out? | 


we 


myself about the way things 
felt sorry, too, at 
laughing, for our departure had been in 
accordance with my father’s plans for 
me, and I could not confess it to him how 
they were being thwarted. He thought 
that he was taking me away from any 
possible search on the part of my hus- 
but I had heard, I cannot tell you 
how, that Rush had been seen not long 
before in California. Do you not now 
it all? 
where his enemies could not reach him, 


band ; 


understand He must have gone 
but where, in a newer and freer life, he 
could begin the world again. Then when 
he had succeeded, as in the end such a 


man must necessarily succeed, he would 
send for me, and let me share with him 
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the new conditions through which he 
had at last lived down all slander, and 
had made himself once more respected.” 

By Heavens! this was no disguise or 
pretence of hers! She was actually 
believing all she said. Months of sepa- 
ration had caused her to forget all past 
Where perhaps at times the 
recollection of abuse obtruded 
itself, she had instilled within her mind 
such apower of self-deception as herself 
to take the blame, only caring now to 
remember the first few happy weeks of 
her married life; and for the rest, to 


wrongs. 
some 


make every excuse for him and _ heap 
every ignominy upon herself. 

“And what you expect me todo, Clare 
Why do you tell me all this?” 

“ Because, Philip, | must ask your aid. 
As an old friend, well loved, even though 


> 


not as you once desired, you will help 
me, will you not? I cannot ask my 
father ; hs is too old and feeble to work 
for me. Nor would he wish to do so in 
this matter, being too much ruled by 
cruel prejudice against Rush. But yo 

will not refuse, I know. Rush is some- 
where in California, and I must find him 
If he is in San 
will find him myself, but he may be any- 
where else. You are a man,and can go 
about and see other men, and inquire 
through them. Wherever Rush is, you 
cannot fail at last to find him. And then 
you will tell me at once, will you not? 
And I will go to him. Think how glad 
he will be to see me. Perhaps he may 


Francisco, of course | 


even now have succeeded in making a 
place for me at his side. He may have 
already written home for me to join him, 
for you know that there has been no way 
for him to hear about our journey over- 
land. Seeing me so soon, and as though 
in answer to his letter, he will be all the 
more delighted. And ‘here we will begin 
I will make myself all 
over, and become a different and a bet- 
ter wife to him. I will enter into all his 
plans, and try to assist him with my 
advice, as far as a poor woman ignorant 


the world anew. 
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of all business can do. And henceforth 
we will be so happy. If only I can find 
him! You will really help me in this; 
will you not, Philip?” 

“What can I say?” I answered, and 

ver before had my startled soul been 
so torn with conflicting loubts. Could 
i tell her all? But could I tell her now 
evenany portion of the truth? And yet 
something of the real knowledge must 
come to her at the last. It seemed as 
though I might take hours for reflection, 

nd even then come to no conclusion. 
\nd yet I must answer her at once; any 
delay would be to the discredit of my 
truthfulness, as giving suspicion of art- 
fil motive. And with the pressure of 
my thoughts it came to me almost as an 
nspiration how to speak, and without 

ving any certain utterance, to gain a 
ttle time for reflection. 

‘Turn back with me, Clare. It is 
time that you should seek your tent. 
You will need all your sleep. You must 
start very early tomorrow; I have told 

ur father why. Yes, your husband is 

California ; tomorrow I will tell you 

| about him.”’ 

“Why not tonight ?” 

‘“ Because, — because, Clare, my news 
vill not be pleasant news. If I told you 


v, perhaps you would not sleep at all, 


| you will need all your rest for your 
mney tomorrow. And yet I must not 

t you go from me with any false hopes. 
Better a, little inkling of the truth now, 
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so that when the time comes, you can 
more easily bear what must still come. 
This appears harsh, does it not? And 
yet it seems to me that it is the best and 
wisest thing that I can do.” 

“But, Philip, —”’ 

“There, there! Go in now, and do 
not seek to know more until I can bet- 
ter tell you. I will be with you tomor- 
row at daybreak, at which time you must 
start. I will even go with you a little 
way upon your journey. Then I will tell 
you all. It is only a few hours to wait. 
Good night, Clare. Believe me, I think 
I am acting best for you.” 

I pressed her cold, lifeless hand, 
scarcely daring to lift my eyes to her 
face, so suddenly grown white, and so 
went my way. Had I really acted wise- 
ly? I had already brought sorrow upon 
her through sickening apprehension, 
and I might have held back the blow 
until the coming day. Yet it was bet- 
ter, after all, that she should become 
gradually prepared, and not learn all at 
once. Learn what, indeed? Ah, there 
was the rub. So let her now school 
her thoughts to meet cruel tidings, — 
there could not in any case be other 
news than that. And let me feel that 
through my indefinite quality of speech 
I had left the way open and without 
need of retrogression for evil news, and 
in such manner of presentment as cir- 
cumstances might at the moment com- 
pel. 

Leonard Kip. 
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I SAY 


FINAL. 


Farewell,—for the last time let 
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it be,— 


No more of hopeless hope, of vain endeavor ; 


I have no part in you, nor you in me, 


For ever, 


Yet even so. 


I needs must touch your head 


With passion-thrilling fingers, bent above you,— 
Because —though nevermore it should be said — 


I love you! 


My heart, my life-blood, 


soul of my very soul, 


O all in all !—farewell, for fears beset me! 


Between us two now let the long years roll,— 


Forget me! 


SEEKING THE GOLDEN 


[HE spirit of adventure that keeps 
life in us, yet comes near to worrying it 
out of us now and then, lured me with 
my handful of dollars to the hospitable 
shores of Costa Rica, where | hoped to 
find what denied me in our own 
beautiful California. 


“ You can easily obtain employment,” 


Was 


said some one who had been there, and 
did n’t want it. 

‘If work I must, why not better there 
‘And the less 
er am | to 


} 
} 


than here?” thought I. 
money I take with me the su 


seck that which might not attract me 
under other circumstances.” 
A few letters, which proved almost 


valueless, an abiding trust in Providence, 
afterward somewhat shaken I am sorry 
to state, which convinces me that I can 
no longer hope to travel asa shorn lamb, 
considerable confidence in the good feel- 
ing of my fellow men, together with the 
few dollars above referred to, comprised 


my all when I set foot on the leaf-strewn 


M. C. Gillington. 


IN COSTA RICA. 


FLEECE 
and shady beach of Punta Arena, in the 
year of our Lord 1865. 

Before the day was over I saw my case 
Aegon 
many in a very meager congregation of 


was almost hopeless ; I was one 


foreigners. In a week I was desperate, 
with poverty and misery brooding like 
evil spirits on either hand. Every ten 
minutes some one suggested something 
which was almost immediately sup- 
pressed by the next man I met, to whom 
[ applied for further information. 
“Teach,” 


here was n't a pupil to be had in the 


> ae 
said one. 
Clerkships were out 
[I might keep 
store if I could get anything to put in it; 


whole dominion. 
of the question likewise ; 


or go farther, as some one suggested, if 
I had money enough to get there. | 
thought it wiser to endure the ills I had 
than fly to others that I knew not of 
In this state I perambulated the green 
lanes of Punta Arena, conscious that | 
immaterial 





was drawing down tons of 
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sympathy from hearts of various nation- 
alities, beating to the music of regular 
salaries in hard cash, and the inevitable 
ringing of their daily dinner bell; and I 
tinued to perambulate under the same 
depressing avalanches for a fortnight or 
more, a warning to the generation of the 
inexperienced that persists in sowing 
tself broadcast upon the edges of the 
earth, and learns too late how hard it is 
for a man to take root under the circum- 
stances. 
One gloomy day I was seized in the 
market-place and led before a Spanish 
hidalgo of the old school, who offered 
me a bed and board for such manual 
compensation as I might be able to give 
him in his office during the usual busi- 
ness hours, namely, from day-break to 
some time in the afternoon, unless it 
rained, when business was suspended 
intil fair weather should set that little 
vorld wagging again. I was invited to 
nter the bosom of his family, in fact to 
be one of them, and no single man could 
sk to be more; to sit at his table and 
vait for better days, in which diversion 
‘ proposed to join me with all his soul. 
With an emotion of gratitude and a pang 
being thus early a subject of charity, 
[| began business at Punta Arena, and 
rned within the hour how sharper 
in most sharps it is to know only your 
vn mother tongue when you ‘re away 
om home. 
Nightly I walked two hot and dusty 
es through groves of coffee shrubs 
| colonnades of palms to my new mas- 
's. I skirted, with loitering steps, a 
id sea, where a myriad of fish, dyed 
‘ec the rainbow, sported unceasingly. 
Springs gushed from the mountains, 
cing their song of joy; the winds 
ng in the dark locks of the sycamore, 
ile the palm boughs clashed like cym- 
s in rythmical accompaniment ; glad 
iildren chanted their choruses, and | 
yne could n’t sing, nor hum, nor whis- 
, because it does n't pay to work for 
uur board and pay for little necessities 
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out of your own pocket, in any latitude 
that I ever heard of. 

We lived ina coffee grove of ten thou- 
sand plants crowning a hill-slope to the 
west. How all-sufficient it sounds as I 
write it now, but how little I cared then, 
for many reasons! My cottage had 
prior tenants, who disputed possession 
with me, winged tenants who sought 
admission at every cranny, and frequent- 
ly obtained it in spite of me; these were 
not angels, but hens. My cottage had 
been a granary until it became too poor 
a receptacle for grains, and a better shel- 
ter left it open to the barn fowls until I 
arrived. They hated me, these hungry 
chickens. They used to sit In rows on 
the window sill and stare me out of 
countenance. 

A wide bedstead, corded with thongs, 
did its best to furnish my apartment. A 
narrow, a very narrow, and thin ship’s 
mattress, that had been a bed of torture 
for many a sea-sick soul before it de- 
scended to me, a flat pillow like a pan- 
cake, a condemned horse blanket, con- 
tributed by a good-natured Sambo who 
raked it from a heap of refuse in the 
yard, together with two sacks of rice, the 
despair of those hens in the window, 
were all I could boast of. 

With this inventory I strove (by par- 
ticular request) to be one of those who 
were comfortable enough in the chateau 
adjoining. Summoned peremptorily to 
dinner, | entered a little latticed saloon 
connected with the villa by a covered 
walk, discovered Don Refugio seated at 
table and already served with soup and 
claret; the remainder of the company 
served themselves as they best could; 
and I saw plainly that the family bosom 
was so crowded already that I might 
seek in vain to wedge myself into any 
corner of it, at least until some vacancy 
occurred. 

After dinner, sat on a sack of rice in 
my room, while it grew dark and my 
Don received calls. Wandered down to 
the beach at the foot of the hill, and lay 





| 
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a long time on a bed of leaves, while 
the tide was out and the crabs clattered 
along shore and were very sociable. 
Natives began to kindle their evening 
fires, smoke sweet as incense climbed up 
to the leafy crowns of the sycamores, 
and was lost among the stars. Morsels 
of fish and tortillas were offered me by 
untutored natives, who welcomed me to 
their frugal meals, and desired that I 
should at least taste before they broke 
their fast. Bathed by the sea in a fresh, 
cool spring, and returned to my little 
coop, which was illuminated by the glare 
of fifty floating beacons; looking back 
from the door I could see the dark lines 
of the torch bearers, and hear their sig- 
nal calls above the low grow] of the reef, 
a half mile farther out from shore. It 
was a blessing to lie awake in my little 
room and watch the flicker of those fires ; 
the ocean still as death, the procession 
of fishermen sweeping from point to 
the till the whole 
shore flooded with starlight and torch- 


point within reef, 
light like a green sea garden in a girdle 
ot flame. 

A shrill bell called me from my bed 
at dawn. 
for half the night I lay likea saint on the 


tough thongs, having turned over insleep, 


I was not unwilling to rise, 


thereby missing the mattress entirely. 
Made my toilet at a spring on the way 
into town; saw a glorious sunrise, that 
was as good as breakfast, and found the 
whole earth and sea and all that in them 
was singing again, while I listened and 
gave thanks for that privilege. 

At ten A. to breakfast ina 
small restaurant. I was about to remark 
that probably most 


mM. I went 


melancholy ‘and 
homesickness may be cured or alleviated 
by a wholesome meal of but | 
think | to m 
note book, I find that within an hour 
after my return to the store | 
heartsick as ever, and was not afraid to 


victuals ; 


won't, for, on referring my 


Was aS 


say SQ), 
the sky 


It is scarcely to be wondered at ; 


was dark; aboard a schooner 


some sailors were making that baleful 
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whine peculiar to them, as they hauled 
into shore and tied up to a tree in 
a sifting rain. Then everything was 
ominously still, as though something 
disagreeable was about to happen ; there- 
upon I doubled myself upon the counter 
like a half-shut jack-knife ; and burying 
my face in my hands said to myself, “O, 
to be alone with Nature! her silence is 
religion, and her sounds sweet music.” 

After which, the rain blew over, and 
I was sent with a handcart and one 
underfed greaser to a wharf half a mile 
away, to drag back several loads of pota- 
toes. We two hungry creatures strug- 
pled heroically to do ourduty. Starting 
with a multitude of sacks that it was 
quite impossible to proceed with, we 
grew weaker the farther we went, so that 
the load had to be reduced from time to 
time, and I believe the amount of pota- 
toes deposited by the way considerably 
exceeded the amount we subsequently 
arrived at the store with. 

Finding life a burden, and seeing the 
legs of the young fellowin harness with 
me bend under him in his frantic efforts 
cart out of a rut without 
emptying it entirely, I resolved to hire 


to get pur 


a substitute at my own expense, and save 
my remaining strength for a new line of 
business. Thus I was enabled to sit on 
the wharf the rest of the afternoon, and 
enjoy myself devising new means of sub- 
sistence, and watching the natives swim. 
Silently 
the reet, just visible in the light of the 
young moon like a spirit brooding over 
the waters, till I broke the spell by say- 
ing “good-night”’ tothe few kind natives, 
which was repeated in a chorus as I with- 


I sat looking over the sea at 


drew to my coop and found my feathered 
guests had beaten in the temporary bar- 
ricade the window, 
entered, and made themselves at home 


erected in broken 
during my absence, — a fact that scarcely 
endeared the spot to me 

Next morning I was unusually merry ; 
could not tell why, but tried to sing as I 
made my toilet at the spring; laughed 
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nearly all the way into town, saying my 
prayers and blessing God, when I came 
suddenly upon a horseshoe in the middle 
if the road; took it as an omen and a 
keepsake,— horseshoes are not shed 
everywhere nor for everybody. I 
thought it the prophecy of a change, and 
it once cancelled my engagement with 
my employer, without having set foot 
nto his house farther than the dining- 

om,or made any apparent impression 
pon the adamantine bosom of his fam- 





Vv. 

After formally expressing my grati- 
tude to Don Refugio for his renewed 
offers of hospitality, I turned myself 
nto the street and was once more adrift 

the world. For the space of three 
minutes I was wild with joy at the 
thought of my perfect liberty. Then I 
srew nervous, began to feel unhappy, 
lay, even guilty, as though I had thrown 
up agood thing. Concluded it was rash 
of me to leave a situation where I got 
two meals and a mattress, with the priv- 
ilege of washing at my own expense. 
Am not sure that it was not unwise, for 
I had no dinrer that afternoon; and 
having no bed either, I crept into the 
veranda of a house to let and dozed till 

iy break. 

There was but one thing to live for 

ww, namely, to see as much of Costa 
Rica as possible, and at my earliest con- 
venience return to beloved California. 

As I wandered, from most native 
homes came the invitation to enter and 
eat. Night after night I found my bed 
n the corner of some adobe house, 
whither I had been led by the master of 
t, with unaffected grace. It wasn't 
simply showing me to a spare room, but 
rather unrolling the best mat and turn- 
ig everything to my account so long as 

pleased me to tarry. Frequently the 
nosquitoes accepted me as a delicacy, 
nd did their best to dispose of me. 
Once I awoke with a headache; the air 

as so dense with the odor of orange 

LOSSOMS. 

VoL. XII. — go. 
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And so I wandered on; occasionally a 
white man went by, barely nodding or 
more frequently eyeing me with suspi- 
cion, and giving me as much of his dust 
as hefoundconvenient. Inthe wider fel- 
lowship of nature, I forswore all blood 
relations, and blushed for the representa- 
tives of my own color, as I footed it right 
royally. Therefore I was enabled to 
scorn the fellow who scorned me, while 
he flashed the steel hoofs of his charger 
in my face, and dashed on to the village 
we were both approaching with the 
dusk. 

What a spot it was! A long lane as 
green as a spring meadow, lying between 
wall-like masses of foliage, whose deep 
arcades were frescoed with blossoms 
and festooned with vines. Passing up 
the turf-covered road, on either hand I 
beheld through a screen of leaves, a log 
spanning an arroyo that was softly sing- 
ing its monody. It was a picture of 
still life with a suggestion of possible 
motion, —a village kept fresh forever. 
As I walked I knew something would 
cause me, —as it always does, — to turn 
at the right time and find a new friend 
ready to receive me. So I walked slow- 
ly and without hesitation or impatience 
until I turned and met him coming out 
of a small adobe house, holding out his 
hand to me in welcome, with a hearty 
“ Buenos tarde, Senor.’ Back we went 
together, and I ate and slept there as 
though it had been arranged a thousand 
years ago, — perhaps it was. 

There was a racket up at the farther 
end of the lane by the padre’s house. 
Songs and guitar-thrumming rose upon 
the night air; moreover, a bonfire and 
doubtless much aguardiente—too much, 
as usual, for I heard such cheering as the 
soul gives when it is careless of conse- 
quences, and caught a glimpse of the 
joys, such as even I, a good Christian, 
could hardly withstand. Commend me 
to him who has known temptation and 
not shunned it, but actually withstood 
it. It was the dance, as ever it is the 
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dance, where all the aspirations of the 
soul find expression in the body; those 
bodies that are incarnate souls, or those 
souls that are spiritualized bodies, insep- 


arable, whatever they are, for the time 
being. 
The fire glowed fervently; bananas 


hung out their tattered banners like dec- 
orations; the sea panted upon its sandy 
bed in heavy sleep. Circle after circle 
of swart but handsome faces were turned 
upon the flame-lit arena, where the 
dancers posed for a moment with their 
light drapery gathered about them and 
held carelessly in one hand. 

The next morning I started off again ; 
came at last toa shining whitewashed 
fort, where barefooted, dark-visaged sol- 
diers were lolling in the hot sun. Here 
more refreshments for the wayfarer, but 
to be paid by the dish, and therefore 
limited. Was obliged to hate a noisy 
fellow with too much bushy black beard, 
and to like another who eyed me kindly 
over his wine, having first offered mea 
Footsore and weary I approached 
a week the 

to Punta 


glass. 
from which thrice 
dispat hed 


a stable 
dtligencta 
Arena. 

A modern pilgrim finds his scrip cum- 
bersome, if he has any, and deems it 
more profitable to pay his coachman 
than his cobbler. I climbed to my seat 
by the jolly driver, who was continually 
making and smoking mean- 
while keeping up a lively conversation 
with three merry nuns sitting just back 
of us, returning to the convent in Punta 
Arena after a vacation retreat among 
the hills. How they enjoyed the ride as 
three children might, and quite 
wild with delight at meeting a corpulent, 
greasy old padre, who smiled amiably 
from his saddle, and offered to show 
them the interior of the pretty chapel. 
So they hurled themselves madly from 
the high seat, one after the other, scorn- 
ing to touch anything so contaminating 
as a man’s hand, though it looked sui- 
cidal, as the driver and I agreed, while 


was 


cigarritos, 


were 


Golden Fleece 
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the three were at prayer at the altar. 
Whipping over the road townward, | 
could almost recognize my own foot- 
prints left since the time I used to take 
the dust in my face three mornings a 
week from the wheels of that very vehi- 
cle as I footed it in to business. Passing 
the spring, my toilet of other days, draw- 
ing to the edge of the town, we stopped 
being jolly, and were as proper as befit- 
ted travelers. We looked over the walls 
of the convent garden as we drove up to 
the gate, and saw the venerable mother 
superior hurrying down to us with a 
cumbersome chair for the relief of the 
nuns, but before she reached us they had 
cast themselves to earth again in the 
face of destiny, and there was kissing, 
crying, and commotion, as they withdrew 
under the gateway like so many doves 
seeking shelter. When the gate closed 
after them I heard them all cooing at 
once, but the world knows nothing fur- 
ther. 

Where would I be dropped? asked 
the driver. 

“In the middle of the street 
you, and take half my wealth for 
ride, sir.” 

He took it, dropped me where we 
stood, and drove away, I pretending to 
be very much at my ease, —God help 
me and all other poor hypocrites ! 

I sought a place of shelter, or rather 
retirement, for the air is balm in that 
country. There wasan old house in the 
middle of a grassy lawn on a by street. 
Two of its rooms were furnished with 
papers and books, and certain gentlemen 
who contribute to its support lounge in, 
when they have leisure for reading or a 


, please 
your 


chat. I grew to know the place famil- 
iarly. I stole a night’s lodging on its 


veranda in the shadow of a passion vine, 
but for embarrassing some early student 
in pursuit of knowledge, I passed the 
second night on the floor of the dilapi- 
dated cook house, where the ants cov- 
ered me. I endured the tortures of one 
who bares his body to an unceasing 
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shower of sparks, but I survived. There 
was in this very cook house a sink six 
-" feet in length and as wide as a coffin ; 
the third night I lay like a galvanized 
orpse till a rat sought to devour me, 
when I took to the streets and walked 
till morning. By thistime the president 
‘f the club whose acquaintance I had the 
| honor of, tended me the free use of any 
portion that was not otherwise engaged. 
Ten nights I crossed the unswept 
floors of that dilapidated old house, my 
only shelter. With a faint heart and 
hollow stomach I threw myself upon my 
elbow and strove to sleep. I lay till my 
: heart stopped beating, my joints were 
wooden, and my four limbs corky beyond 
, ill hope of reanimation. There the mos- 
quito revelled, and it was a promising 
) place for centipedes. At either end of 
the building an open window admitted 
the tip of a banana leaf ; up their green 
ribs the sprightly mouse careered. I 
broke the backbones of these banana 
eaves, though they were the joy of my 
soul, and would have adorned the choi- 
cest conservatory in the land. 

Day was equally unprofitable to me. 
My so-called best friend said, “Why not 
return to California?’’ Every one I 
: met invited me to leave the country at 
earliest convenience. The Ameri- 
in consul secured me a passage to be 
settled for at home, and my career in that 

country was evidently at an end. 

Chere is a market in Punta Arena, 
where, under one broad roof, threescore 
hucksters of both sexes congregate long 
efore daylight, and while afew candles 

lumine their wares, patiently await cus- 
tom. A half dozen shriveled old hags 
with an eye to business serve hot coffee 
ind chocolate at a rea/ per cup to any 
vho chooses to ask for it. By seven A.M. 
the market is so nearly sold out that 
only the more plentiful fruits of the 
ountry are to be obtained at any price. 
\ prodigal cannot long survive on husks 
he have coffee to wash them 
lown; I took my cup of it,— with two 





inless 
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spoonfuls of sugar and ants dipped out 
of a cigar-box, and a crust of bread into 
the bargain, — sitting on a bench in the 
market place, with two picturesque look- 
ing Indians on either side. 

The man who has passed a grimy 
chop-house wherein a frowzy fellow sat 
at his cheap spread without envying the 
frowzy fellow his cheap spread cannot 
truly sympathize with me. The man 
who has not felt a great hollow in his 
stomach, which he found necessary to 
fill at the first fountain he came to, or go 
over on his beam ends for lack of ballast, 
cannot fall upon my neck and call me 
brother. 

At daybreak I haunted those street 
fountains, waiting my turn while somber- 
hued cooks filled almost fathomless ollas, 
and peons filled pot-bellied jars. There 
I meekly made my toilet, took my first 
course for breakfast, rinsed my handker- 
chief and went my way. The whole 
performance very embarrassing, 
because I was a novice anda dozen people 
watched me in curious silence. 

I had also a boot with asuction in the 
toe: there is dust in Punta Arena; while 
I walked that boot loaded and discharged 
itself in a manner that amazed and 
amused a small mob of embryo cab- 
alleros, who followed me in my free ex- 
hibition, advertising my shooting boot 
gratuitously. I was altogether shabby in 
my outward appearance, and cannot hon- 
estly upbraid any resident of the town 
for his neglect of me. I know that I 
suffered the agony of shame and the 
pangs of hunger, but they were nothing 
to the utter loneliness I felt as I wan- 
dered about with my heart on my sleeve, 
and never a bite from so muchas a daw. 

My last days in Costa Rica were 
brightened by the delicate attentions of 
a few good souls who learned, too late, 
the shocking state of my case. Thanks 
to them, I slept well thereafter in a real 
bed, and was sure of dinners that 
would n’t rattle in me like a withered 
kernel in an old nutshell. 


was 
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I had but to walk to the beach, wave 
my lily hand, heavily tanned about that 
time, when lo! a boat immediately dis- 
patched from the plump little aviso 
“Gypsy,” where the cross of St. George 
waved triumphantly from sunrise to sun- 
set all the year round. Such capital 
dinners as I had there, such offers of 
bed and board and boundless sympathy 
as were made me by those dear fellows 
who wore the gold lace and had a pirat- 
ical looking cabin all to themselves, 
were enough to wring a heart that had 
been nearly wrung out in its battle with 
life in Punta Arena. 

No longer I walked the streets as one 
smitten with the plague, or revolved in 


Was it a Coincidence ? 
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envious places about the market-place 
where I could have got my fill for a half 
dollar, but had neither the one nor the 
other. Nolonger I went at daybreak to 
swell the procession at the water spout, 
or sat on the shore the picture of des- 
pair. 

One windy afternoon we cut our stern 
hawser in a fair wind and sailed out of 
the harbor; I felt a sense of relief and 
moralized for five minutes without sto] 


ping. Then I turned away from all list- 
eners and saw those glorious peaks 


growing dim in the distance: the clouds 
embraced them in their profoundsecrecy ; 
like a lovely mirage they floated upon th« 
bosom of the sea. 


P.M. R. 


WAS IT A COINCIDENCE? 


Ir has been said that the faculty of 
dreaming, allied to the mystery of dark- 
ness, constitutes the great tube 
through which man communicates with 
the shadowy. 

Whether true or false, the fact never- 
theless remains that many premonitions 
of coming evil, afterwards confirmed by 
the event, come to us in the shape of 
dreams, and it is a no less undeniable 
fact that most people laugh at these 
warnings, and yet nearly all believe in 


one 


them or are interested in them. 
Numerous more or less well authenti- 
cated instances of presentiments caused 
by dreams and verified by facts have 
come down to us from time immemorial, 
and the 
occurrences are added to the weird col- 
lection not to throw more light upon the 
vexed question of supernatural influence 


following episodes of actual 


and agencies in daily life, but more as 
additional corroborating evidence of the 


nature of an inscrutable, 


existence in 





occult force, which striking off at a tan 
gent from the well defined line of some 
great natural law, enables coming events 
tocast in mystic projection their shad- 
ows before. 

Some years since — how many is im- 
material to our purpose —an officer of 
the regular army, whose name must ne- 
cessarily remain undisclosed, but whom, 
“faute de mieux,’ we will designate 
as Armistead, was stationed at one of 
those small military frontier posts which 
our Indian policy compels us to keep up 
at so much trouble and expense in the 
Indian country. 

It was one of the most remote stations 
in Arizona; itself at that time, — before 
railroads, the great forerunners of ad 
vancing civilization, abolished distance 
and brought it nearer to our doors, — one 
of the most inaccessible of our Territo 
ies. Its natural surroundings were of the 
wildest and dreariest. Situated on adry, 
arid, wind-swept mesa, enclosed afar off 
by a circle of barren, forbidding moun- 
tains, the only relief for the eyes half 
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inded by the glare of the midday sun 

reflected by the hard, gravelly, grassless 

il,and by the oft-recurring sand-storms 

frequent in that section of the coun- 

try, were a few mesquite and greasewood 

ishes and still fewer cottonwood trees. 

[hese grew here and there in the nar- 

row, ribbon-like, alluvial valley, formed 

by the Rio Colorado on its way to the 

sea, beneath the bluff on which the post 

was built, and dwindling away day by 

day under the encroachments of the Nile- 

S like river that preyed upon each of the 

; banks alternately, in a robbing Peter to 
iy Paul system. 

Outside of the 

ral environment was in keeping with 

natural. A lot of dirty, thievish, half- 

starving Indians, wards by name and vic- 





1) SO 


small garrison the 


ms by fact, of a blind, misdirected gov- 
nmental policy, brutalized instead of 
lized by their contact with the few 
ite outcasts who had taken refuge 
mong them. These whites eked outa 
serable living in common with an alien 
ce, while their aimless lives ebbed but 
» slowly away in contaminating that 
vhich had been bad enough before their 
ivent, 
lhe post was garrisoned by a company 


regular infantry, two of its officers 

ng present for duty with it,—the 

tain, who was post commander, and 

\rmistead, the first lieutenant, who, in 

ldition to his staff duties as adjutant, 
lartermaster, and commissary, was gen- 

) ral factotum to the commanding officer. 
he whole force, including the cap- 
tain’s wife, who was indeed queen of all 


he surveyed, amounted, all told, to some 
rty souls ; but small and inadequate as 
is number was, considering the mani- 
told duties required of the garrison, its 
effect upon the three four 
Indians scattered about the 


ral or 


susand 


st, and within a radius of fifty miles, 
vas equivalent to at least ten times that 

imber ; for it represented the United 
States armed and equipped, and ready 
tor the field at a moment’s notice. 
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Cut off by the united force of circum- 
stance and of duty from nearly all the 
social amenities of life, Armistead, his 
captain and the latter’s wife had neces- 
sarily formed themselves intoa close cor- 
poration to keep up, until better associ- 
ations could be had or a change of station 
came, as much of the usages of good soci- 
ety as was absolutely required to prevent 
them from falling back into the total or 
semi-barbarism surrounding them on all 
sides. 

With this object in view they all messed 
together, and Armistead, much to his 
gratification, had found in his friend and 
commander’s family a home lighted up by 
the presence and refining influence of a 
gentle, educated woman, a boon above 
price and for which he felt thankful every 
day of his life. 

rhe trio had by nature many things in 
common. They thought alike upon all 
the great questions at issue at that time 
before the people of the country ; and 
among authors in their varied reading 
they had the same favorites and the same 
bétes Everything, in fact, in 
them and about them combined to make 
them what they were, the closest and 
truest of friends. 

One morning 


Ae re [Se 


e¢, Armistead, who had all 
along been in the best of health, came 
to breakfast from his quarters, but afew 
steps away from those occupied by his 
friends, in a state of mind and body so 
different from his former self, that the 
Captain and his wife noticed it and 
remarked upon it. He was pale, silent, 
and moody, irritable when spoken to, 
and depressed, —the very opposite of 
the even tempered and jolly companion 
they had always found him. _ In reply 
to their reiterated questions, he answered 
that owing to a singularly bad dream he 
had had the night before, he felt op- 
pressed with a vague presentiment of 
coming evil, which he could neither 
account for nor banish, and which made 
him feverish, anxious, and uneasy. 
His friends attempted to dissuade 
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him from attaching any importance to 
such an evanescent, unsatisfactory, and 
unreasonable thing as a dream, good or 
bad, and tried to impress upon him the 
fact that mere depression of spirit was 
not a true premonition of coming evil. 
Roused into a discussion of the sub- 
ject bythe well meant, half-earnest bad- 
inage of his companions, he answered 
that among the theorists on the subject 
of presentimentsin general it was uni- 
versally accepted as a recognized fact, 
that the true presentiment must be 
wholly without foundation in reason, — 
that this was true whether it took the 
form of anunreasonable dream, as they 
qualified the visions of the night, or 
that of a mere feeling or fancy ; and that 
it must be spontaneous, unexpected, and 
wholly without interpretation from nat- 
ural He added that he felt 
assured in his own mind that the dream 
he had had, whether reasonable or un- 
reasonable, fulfilled all the conditions 


causes. 


required in warnings and omens by all 
the authors he had read on the subject, 


—and he proceeded to relate it to his 
interested hearers, previously requesting 
them to note in each of their diaries the 
date and the points of the occurrence. 

He had gone to bed the previous night 
in his usual state of good health and 
clear conscience, and his evening meal, 
as they knew, had not been such as to 
produce bad effects upon his digestive 
apparatus. Previous to his falling asleep 
he had followed his customary habit of 
reading in bed for an hour or so some 
matter-of-fact narrative of voyages and 
explorations, which, from its even tenor, 
would not produce any great tension 
upon his nervous system, and he had 
quietly and peacefully dropped into the 
land of Nod, after blowing out his night- 
lamp. 

He dreamed that after having slept all 
night he awoke just in time to get ready 
for breakfast, and as he half rose out of 
bed to do so, he was thunderstruck by 
seeing in the middle of the rooma shut- 
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ter resting upon two trestles, in thx 
form of a table, upon which a dead man, 
— who was no other than himself, — was 
lying stretched out at full length in 
rigor mortts, and ready for the grave 
Sitting on his cot, he looked at himselt 
lying dead in the middle of the room 
with a queer, morbid curiosity, knowing 
that he was the dead man but still retain 
ing his perception of being alive in 
another place, — dreading the interment 
which must necessarily follow, — yet all 
the while wishing it were over and done 
with. After gazing upon his lifeless 
dobbelganger for a while in a dazed, 
bewildered way, he got up upon his feet, 
proceeded to dress himself, and went 
out to his breakfast after closing the 
door of his room with a last look at his 
dead other self. As he stepped out of 
the house into the open air he noticed, 
much to his surprise, that the snow lay 
deep on the ground; a very unusual 
thing for that latitude, especially in the 
valley of the Colorado. 

As he opened his door once more on 
his return from his morning meal, he saw 
the shutter still resting upon the trestles 
in the middle of the room, but the dead 
man had disappeared, and in his place, 
dressed in a black silk dress with a fichu 
of Pointe d’Alencon lace over her neck 
and bosom, and a white japonica in her 
gray hair, was stretched the dead body 
of a woman. Before he could take a 
second look at her features, which 
appeared very familiar to him in his 
hurried first glance, the whole thing 
faded away, and he awoke to find him- 
self bathed in a cold sweat and trembling 
all over. 

As he opened his eyes, quite certain 
of his being wide awake and in the full 
possession of all his faculties, he per- 
ceived, leaning over him, gazing at him 
with sad, pensive eyes and a mournful 
smile playing upon her lips, the female 
figure he had just seen in his dream 
stretched upon the shutter in the habil- 
iments of the grave, and as he returned 
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the gaze for a moment and recognized 
the face, the ezdolon faded away, and 
»wly disappeared into space. 
Most assuredly,—continued Armis- 
ad impressively, — this was not, could 
not be, what his friends had just called 
1e evanescent, unsatisfactory, and un- 
reasonable fabric of unsubstantial noth- 
ngness. The different phases of the 
weird and vivid imagery followed one 
nother in too regular and logical se- 
quences to be merely the erratic phan- 
tasm of an ordinary dream. There was 
nothing vague or confused about the 
solemn shifting scenes, and while they 
asted, the consciousness that he was 
lreaming was lost in the reality of the 


vision. 

According to the solution generally 
adopted by men whose patient experi- 
mental researches with the mysteries of 
the unknown — but not unknowable — 
entitled them to the distinguishing des- 
ignation of occult scientists, his dream 
was either one of those visions coming 
from no one knew whence, but which 
were sure warnings of coming events, ar 
it was one of those brain-dreams recog- 
nized by medical experts as the equally 
sure avant courters of approaching dis- 
solution. 

As to the apparition he had seen 
standing at his bedside, outside, but still 
part of his dream, that question had 
passed from the domain of mere specu- 
lation into that of almost absolute cer- 
tainty ; for on the theory founded upon 
the cases investigated by the English 
Society for Psychical Research this expe- 
rience would be accounted for by the 
iction of “telepathic impact,” or thought 
transference. The dying woman, whose 
astral appeared to him, naturally thought, 
in all probability, of the absent one at 
the time of her death, and at such mo- 
ment her strongest desire, in all likeli- 
100d, was to see him once more, and the 
ntensity of her thought was such as to 
impress it vividly upon the mind of him 
toward whom it was directed. And 
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arising from the breakfast-table — as he 
came to a pause — witha slight farewell 
bow to his friends, who had listened to 
him with an interest mixed with consid- 
erable apprehension en his account, for 
his words were earnest and impressive, 
Armistead went back to his quarters and 
was not seen again that day. 

From this time forth he began to droop 
away in a most unaccountable manner, 
until, within a comparatively short time, 
he had become reduced to a mere shadow 
of his former self. 

The great event of the day, or rather 
of the week, for mail facilities at that 
time were remarkably slow and unre- 
liable, was the arrival of the mail carrier 
at the post. As soon as he was seen in 
the far-away distance approaching the 
camp on his ambling gray mare the whole 
garrison was on tip-toe with expectation. 
The mail was delivered and assorted in 
the adjutant’s office, and distributed by 
the sergeant-major into the eager hands 
awaiting it; for waiting for it until it 
should be brought to the quarters by the 
orderly detailed for that purpose was 
never thought of in the fervor of expec- 
tancy. 

Late one afternoon, some three weeks 
after his dream, as Armistead and his 
friend the Captain were sitting together 
on the former’s porch, they saw the mail 
carrier crossing the parade ground on 
his way to the office with the mails, and 
they started after him together to see 
what it had brought them. 

As they entered the room the mail had 
just been dumped in a heap upon an 
office table, and on the very top of the 
pile, lying with its superscription down- 
ward so that the writing could not be 
seen, was a black-edged letter. Armis- 
tead dropping the arm of his companion, 
which in his bodily weakness he almost 
needed as a support, went to the table, 
took up the black letter without saying 
a word or looking at its address, and 
turning upon his heel walked slowly 
back alone towards his quarters, leaving 
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his friend behind to look upon his re- 
treating form in astonishment at his 
action and abrupt departure. 

He was not seen again that night, but 
the next morning, as he dragged himself 
to breakfast, he held an open letter in his 
hand, and as he dropped wearily into a 
seat he handed it to his hostess, with 
the request to read it aloud. 

It was from his brother in Indiana,and 
it advised him of the sudden death of their 
mother,—the result of an accident on the 
ice. The letter went on to state how, 
before dying, she had repeatedly called 
for her absent son, and gi the details 
of the funeral, — how the remains had 
been prepared for the grave in a black 
silk dress, with some rich old lace, which 
their mother had prized dearly, over the 
neck and bosom, and how a dear friend 
white 


ive 


of the deceased had brought a 
japonica to place among the gray hairs 
they had loved so well. It further stated 
that a larg friends and 
acquaintances had attended the remains 
to their last resting place, and that the 
procession had experienced some diffi- 


e concourse ol 


culty on reaching the cemetery, situated 
in the open country, owing to the great 
and unusual depth of the snow lying on 
the ground at the time. 

Without a word from either of them, 
the Captain and his wife, as if 
by the same thought, referred to their 
respective diaries, and the date they had 


moved 


entered therein as that of Armistead’s 
dream was the one on which the death 
of his mother had occurred. 
Armistead’s health grew from bad to 
not 
long afterwards he was sitting propped 


worse after this, and one evening 
up in an arm-chair on the back porch of 
his friend’s house, to which he had been 
removed for better care, engaged in con- 
versation with loved friend 
and confidant, the Captain’s wife, who 
had been such a sweet sister to him. 
The sun was sinking in the far west, 


his dearly 


beyond the mountains, and its last rays 
threw a golden tint over the waters of 
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the Colorado in the far-away distance ; 
while nearer to them, at the end of the 
bluff overlooking the Mojave valley, a 
stray sunbeam, as if loth to leave, still 
lingered over a corner of the post ceme- 
tery. 

Raising his wasted forefinger he point- 
ed towards it and expressed his last wis! 
to his companion, whose gentle eyes wer« 
fast filling with tears: 

“ Look, Nellie, — over there, — wher« 
the sun still shines, —let me be buried 
there.” 

And he was, for within a week the 
waves of the Rio Colorado on their way 
to the sea sang his requiem as he slept 
his last sleep in the grave above them. 


IT. 


In the beginning of the month of De- 
cember, 1880, a party composed of four 
or five officers, who had met by chance 
in the club room of the trader's 
store at Fort Grant, in 
Arizona, were engaged in whiling away, 
in throwing dice desultorily for small 
bets, the short time still remaining unoc- 
cupied on their hands until the bugle, 
sounding the first call for tattoo, should 
summon them to the last duty of the day. 

After some classes of beer and cigars 


post 


southeastern 


had been won and lost here and there 
among them, and the bugle call still 
remained unsounded, they began, in 
order to kill time faster, to throw the 
dice for different articles of the settler’s 
goods exhibited for sale on the shelves 
of the store. 

Finally Lieutenant Gear, speaking to 
Captain Thomp, —the names are ficti- 
tious, — made the follow ing proposition : 
“This is getting monotonous. I have 
now more bath towels and combs and 
brushes than I can use in a year, and I 
don’t see anything around that I care 
about playing for. Let us, you and I, 
throw the dice, just for the fun of it, and 
see which of us two shall die first. Come, 
the best one in three ?”’ 
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An old officer standing by interposed 
with the remark that such betting was 
not only childish, but sinful and almost 
criminal, for chance was a fickle goddess 

more ways than gambling, and it 
would not do to defy her too much, for 
there was no telling what might happen. 

Captain Thomp, however, falling into 
the humor of his subaltern, accepted the 
et, and taking up a dice-box shook it 

‘e or twice, and threw two fours and 

ie ace. In two more throws he made 
eleven, which gave him a total of twenty 
points against his life. 

Lieutenant Gear picking up the dice, 
with a laugh, and the remark, “ Captain 
you're gone up!” replaced them in the 
box, gave it a shake, and in three throws 
scored forty-two. 

It was settled, Captain Thomp was to 

‘first ; and as they all left the room 
to attend tattoo roll call, — the signal for 
which was just then sounding on the 
parade ground, —Gear remarked jok- 

ngly to his company commander, “ Get 

ur coffin ready, Captain; my life is 
insured against yours.” 

It so happened that the Major —the 
old officer who had questioned the ethics 
f the singular bet — had just arrived at 
Fort Grant to assume command of the 
post, which he was to do the very next 

iy, and he and his wife were tempora- 

y the guests of Captain Thomp and 
his family. 

Happening to rise early on the morn- 

¢ after the betting, the very first thing 
the Major saw on stepping out uponthe 

rch of his quarters was the post flag 
isplayed at half mast. As this is done 
nly upon the death of an 
nlisted man occurring at the particular 
st where the sign of mourning is exhib- 

d, or upon the receipt of orders from 
the headquarters of the army at Wash- 

igton, officially announcing the decease 
some distinguished person who has 

ld high publictrust under government, 

and the funereal honors to be paid him 
t all military stations, notice of which, 


officer or 


Was tt a Coincidence ? 


633 


in either case, had not reached him, 
the Major was naturally much surprised 
at the display, and immediately sent for 
the sergeant of the guard to ascertain 
the cause of it. 

The sergeant came as ordered, and 
reported the matter as accidental and not 
intentional, —that on hoisting the flag 
at reveillé, as customary, the halliards 
had fouled when the flag had reached 
half mast, and that it could neither be 
hauled up or brought down unless the 
topmast was unstepped and lowered to 
the ground, 

“Go back to the guardhouse; bring 
two of your men with you, and try it 
again,” ordered the Major. 

The men came, but all their efforts 
proved unavailing, —the flag would nei- 
ther go higher up nor come lower down. 

“Hang it!” commanded the by this 
time irate officer, “bring a carpenter, 
look up an old sailor among the soldiers, 
and lower the topmast at once, —I’ll 
have no flag at half mast at my post with- 
out cause, —it’s a sign of bad luck.” 

And the old officer with his gray mus- 
tache bristling —a sure sign that he was 
vexed — turned upon his heel to go to his 
breakfast, to which he had just been 
summoned. While eating it, sitting next 
to Captain Thomp, who had just an- 
swered his inquiry about his health with 
the reply that he felt remarkably well, 
he was about to mention the flag episode, 
when the Captain dropped his knife and 
fork upon his plate with an inquiring 
look around the table, and asked if 
they had not heard some one calling 
him. 

As they all answered in the negative, 
he rose from the table hurriedly with the 
remark: “ Why, yes, somebody is calling 
me, and there is a knock at the door. 
I’ll go and see who it is,” and he left the 
room, 

The breakfast went on without him, 
and as he did not return, although he 
had been gone some time, his wife got 
up to see what had become of him. She 
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found him lying dead upon a bed in the 
next room. 

It was ascertained afterwards that he 
had gone to the door of the hall leading 
to the front porch of the house, opened 
it, and suddenly raising his hand to his 
forehead, had reeled into the next room 
and fallen down on the bed in a fit of 
apoplexy. 

Before the news could be disseminated 
over the post, the sergeant of the guard, 
who had not yet heard of the Captain's 
death, came to the commanding officer 
and reported that the carpenter and the 
sailor were ready to lower the topmast 
and bring down the flag. 

“ Never mind, sergeant,” answered the 
Major with a pale face, “let it remain 
at half mast until retreat, —there is a 
death in the post.”’ 

One evening last winter, being sta- 
tioned at a military post in northern 
New York, on the Canadian frontier, I 
called upon the wife of an officer of my 
regiment, who had served at Fort Grant 
some time after 
related, and sitting in front of a cheerful 
fire, with the long remaining snows of 
that severe climate lying thick and deep 
all over the surrounding country, we 
exchanged reminiscences of the event- 
ful days and nights when her husband 
and myself hunted the wily Apaches 
over hill and dale under the burning sun 
of tar-off Arizona. 

By and by we came to the betting 
match and its sinister ending, and she 
went on to tell me how, soon after Cap- 
tain Thomp’s demise, the quarters in 
which he had died acquired the reputa- 
tion of being haunted by his ghost. 
Strange noises were heard in them of 
nights, and eventually no one would live 
in them, and the soldiers kept very shy 
of them after dark. Then changes of 
troops and of stations had taken place, 
and gradually new faces had replaced the 
old ones, but the story of the haunted 
house remained and was re-told with 
many variations, like all twice-told tales. 


the occurrence above 
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While they were stationed there one 
of the periodical Apache outbreaks had 
occurred, and nearly all the troops at the 
post were ordered into the field on a long, 
weary flea-hunt after the Indian murder- 
ers. During her husband’s absence on 
the trail of the hostiles, she had remained 
all alone —a servant girl excepted — in 
her quarters, and what between her 
anxiety for her absent husband and the 
fear that some of the San Carlos rene 
gades might jump the post during the 
absence of the greater part of its garri- 
son, she had a bad time of it. 

They kept loaded guns and revolvers 
in the house, and as soon as night came 
the doors were closed and double-locked, 
and barricaded with some of the furni- 
ture. “And,” continued she impress- 
ively, “after I was told the story of the 
haunted house all the money in the 
world would not have gotten me to go 
near it after dark,—it looked so dreary 
and lonely at the end of the row!” 

“At the end of the row?” I remarked 
astonished, “ Why, what quarters did 
you have?” 

“Those next to your old ones, —the 
adobe building close by!” 

“ My dear friend,” I replied, “Captain 
Thomp never lived in the house at the 
end of the row. He died in the quar- 
ters next to mine, in which you lived all 
alone with your maid, all the time your 
husband was away.” 

The lady stared at me in horror for a 
moment, and then gasped — 

“Great heavens! what a blessing I 
did not know it at the time,—and to 
think that I never saw or heard any- 
thing strange in them!” 


ITI. 


In the early spring of 1869 two sol- 
diers belonging to the garrison of the 
post were fishing for trout in a small 
mountain stream some three miles from 
Camp Halleck, Nevada. 

One of the lines becoming inextric- 
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ly entangled in some obstacle at the 
‘ttom of the water, one of the soldiers 
waded into the creek, which was shal- 
w, not exceeding three feet in depth, 
nd found that the hook had caught into 
what appeared to be a roll of blankets. 
With the help of his comrade he raised 
the roll to the surface of the water and 
thence on the bank of the stream. Un- 
lling the bundle, which was somewhat 
ngthy and heavy, they found the half 
omposed remains of aman, evidently 
iurdered ; for the head of the corpse 
vas split open as if with a sharp instru- 
ent,— presumably a hatchet or an ax, 
Not very far down stream from where 
the first bundle was found they came 
ipon another, in the water also, in which 
was wrapped up the body of another 
man killed in the same manner. 
In a spirit of investigation they began 
look about them for some indices 
that might furnish a clew to the deed 
nd its perpetrators. Happening to 


ok across the creek they sawa long, 
narrow streak of some kind of grayish 


stuff, which brought into strong relief 
by the green spring grass growing all 
iround it, showed like a broad white rib- 
bon leading down to the creek from 
some distance above. Crossing the 
stream they examined it and found it to 
ve a long trail of pasty flour evidently 
strewn there by some one with a pur- 
pose. Following the tell-tale track they 
soon came upon the long-extinguished 
remains of a small camp-fire, near which 
were the still well defined and ‘distinct 
traces of wagon wheels and horses’ hoofs. 

One of the soldiers, leaving the other 
to watch over the bodies until he re- 
turned, went back to the post and 
reported the matter. The adjutant and 
the post surgeon were ordered to the 
spot to investigate the case, and putting 
this and that together it did not take 
ong for these officers to come to a con- 
clusion and reconstruct the murder as it, 
in all probability, had occurred. 

It was remembered that soon after the 
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preceding Christmas, or thereabouts, 
when the snow lay deep and thick on 
the ground in all that section of the 
country, two itinerant Jew peddlers, 
traveling in a light wagon with such 
goods as they traded in, had passed 
through the post going in the direction 
of the creek, on the banks of which they 
halted that night, as their camp-fire was 
seen from the post. 

A few hours thereafter a man travel- 
ing on foot had made some inquiries 
about them, stating that he belonged to 
the party, and was going to camp with 
them. Two or three days afterwards 
this same man passed back through the 
post alone, driving the team himself, 
had his horses re-shod at the post black- 
smith’s shop, and went on his way west- 
ward. There being nothing suspicious 
about the matter, it attracted no special 
attention. 

The presumption, after discovering 
the bodies, was that this man had come 
up with the Jews that evening, had asked 
their permission to camp with them 
that night, and had murdered them 
while asleep; and then wrapping the 
bodies in the blankets on which the men 
had slept, had dragged them to the 
creek some forty yards distant, and 
thrown them into it. 

The dragging had, in all likelihood, 
left a bloody trail on the hard snow, 
and in order to hide it the murderer had 
sprinkled it over with some of the flour 
the men had used for supper, — although 
why he used flour instead of the snow 
lying so plentifully around was not 
clearly understood. The remains of the 
murdered men were given decent burial 
in the post cemetery, and the murderer, 
as far as I know, was never discovered. 

Within a month after the occurrence, 
I arrived with my company from an 
Eastern station and assumed command 
of the post, and while my intended 
quarters were being repaired, I was the 
guest of the post surgeon, who, like 
myself, was a bachelor for the time 
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being. Sitting one evening in front of 
a cosy fire, whose cheerful heat was 
much appreciated, for the spring was 
not very far advanced and the winter 
had been severe, the Doctor related to 
me the finding of the bodies and the 
autopsy he had performed on them, —a 
very disagreeable duty, owing to their 
advanced stage of decomposition, —to- 
gether with a singularly weird visitation 
he had had soon after their burial, —the 
very next night, in fact, after the autopsy 
and funeral. 

He had gone to bed in the room in 
which I was to sleep that night, some- 
what impressed with the noisome post- 
mortem examination he had performed 
the order to ascertain 


on bodies, in 


beyond cavil the cause of death in the 


event of a question of medical jurispru- 
dence arising in the trial of the murder- 
er, should he ever be apprehended ; and 
he felt such a general depression of his 
whole system that he entertained serious 
fears of having inadvertently 
inoculated with some blood poison while 


become 


performing the operation. 

At any rate he had a most restless 
night of it. Whenever 
eyes, his mind, despite all his efforts to 


he closed his 
prevent it, would reconstruct over and 
over again the midnight tragedy on the 
banks of the creek, and like the shifting 
scenes of a theatrical performance, each 
and all the different phases of the bloody 
deed would reproduc e themselves in his 
mind's eye as they 
have taken place on that dismal winter 
night. 

Finally, after many subsultory tosses 
and turns, he dropped into a heavy, un- 
easy lethargy, which held his body 
bound as if in chains, while his mind 
remained as active as if wide-awake, — 
a combination which soon amalgamated 
itself into a frightful nightmare. The 
door of his bedroom flew open, and the 
two murdered men, holding each othet 
by the hand, came slowly towards him. 
Sadly —reproachfully, it seemed to him 


were supposed to 
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—they gazed upon him for a while, and 
then slowly withdrew. 

For three successive nights the visita- 
tion was repeated in the same manner 
and then ceased altogether, — “ But,” 
added my friend, with what seemed to 
me an uneasy glance about the room, “I 
have not gotten over it, for I shudder 
still when I think dreadful the 
whole thing was; but why they should 
look at me in that reproachful manner | 
cannot imagine, for certainly it was not 


how 


I who murdered them.” 

As the Doctor had gone on with his 
recital of the supposed circumstances of 
the double midnight murder on the 
banks of the lonely stream, and his 
ghostly after experiences, he had recon- 
structed the scene, and the deed, and 
the visitation, so forcibly that I was 
strangely impressed almost in spite of 
myself. It must be acknowledged that 
the accessories to the tale were condu- 
cive to the impression. The hour was 
late —almost early — and the sentries 
excepted, the Doctor and myself were 
probably the only two individuals still 
sitting up within a radius of thirty miles. 
The wind had risen, and as it forced its 
way through the cracks and crevices of 
the badly constructed house, it filled it 
with plaintive sighs and moanings, rising 
every once ina while into something like 
half-suppressed shrieks of anguish and 
despair ; and in the intervals between the 
gusts, which shook the window frames 
and made the panes rattle, the ill-omened 
hooting of an owl, adding his dismal /vo- 
hoot to the weird night noises, came from 
the cottonwood trees skirting the dry 
creek that ran through the post. 

The Doctor’s monotone, as if in spir- 
itual sympathy with the hour and the 
theme, had a sad, dreary resonance, as 
the sound struck the bare walls of the 
room, and the air waves came back to 
our ears with a mournful, dismal vibra- 
tion, which made the flesh creep in spite 
of one’s-self. 

The once bright and cheerful fire it- 
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self, as if imbued with the ghostly con- 
tagion gradually infecting us, had all at 
once, as it seemed, faded out, until it had 
become reduced to a few smoldering, 
half-charred embers, emitting at long 
intervals a fitful, fugitive, short-lived 
bluish flame, which made everything in 
the room look gloomy and uncanny, and 
added to our mutual “queerishness”’ by 
lighting up spasmodically the different 
emotions, mostly ghostly, reflected upon 
each other’s features. 

As my companion went on step by 
step in his narrative of murder and 
ghostly experiences, and it reached its 
climax in regular sequences, a sensation 
of compound fascination and dread had 
sradually overpowered my cooler judg- 
ment, and the feeling was fast verging 
into something very much like being 
afraid of remaining any longer in the 
dark, when I shook off the weird glamor 
by a determined mental effort, and ris- 
ing from my seat, bade the Doctor, — 
who, if the human face divine told no lie, 
felt very much as I did, -— good-night, 
and retired to my couch in the next room, 
tosleep, but not to rest, for it seemed to 
me that I had no sooner closed my eyes 
than the most horrible nightmare I ever 
had in my life petrified me alive on my 
back. 

The door of my room sprang open with 
iclick, and side by side, wrapped up, as 
in a Roman toga, in what seemed to be 
the ragged pieces of old army blankets, 
still wet from recent immersion, stepped 
in two of the most horrible looking fig- 
ures one could well imagine. They were 
long-bearded men, one tall and one short 
in stature, with the characteristic nasal 
development of the Semitic race. 

Their foreheads were half divided by 
a butcher’s stroke, and as the dark stream 
slowly filtered through the grizzled, mat- 
ted, dank beards, and mixed with the sat- 
uration of their blanket covering, I could 
hear the dismal, monotonous drip on the 
floor. 

They slowly advanced with solemn, 
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re-echoing footsteps toward my bed, and 
gazed down upon me with glassy, luster- 
less eyes, in which, it seemed to me, I 
could see something at once reproachful 
and entreating. 

Thenafter looking at methus strangely 
for a while that seemed an age, they 
slowly turned upon their fleshless heels 
and withdrew as they came, 

To my mind one of the most pleasing 
of sensations is that of a man who, just 
escaping from the fearful embrace of a 
nightmare, awakes with his forehead 
bathed in an icy perspiration to find that 
all the horrors he has just gone through 
were only the phantasmagoria of a bad 
dream produced probably by indigestion. 
As in this particular instance, however, 
the sweet cannot be had without the bit- 
ter, this sensation of blessed relief is 
one that I do not like to experience too 
often, if I possibly can help it; and to 
prevent a recurrence of it that night, at 
all events, I got up out of bed and sat up 
in a chair until daylight. 

It was fated, however, that I should 
have a surfeit of it that time, for, like 
my friend the Doctor, I went through 
the same experience without variations 
for threesuccessive nights, and then worn 
out and half sick, as well as consider- 
ably interested in the matter, I thought 
I would try an experiment in physical 
research. 

I had in my company at that time an 
old soldier named Garvey, one of those 
“ dur-a-cuire,’ hard-to-cook, veterans of 
the old army, who had served under my 
orders during the Civil War, and who, 
with the exception of going off every 
once in a while on a periodic spree, 
during which he made Rome howl, was 
one of the best soldiers I eversaw. He 
had the Crimean medal, and claimed to 
have been one of the celebrated six hun- 
dred in the charge of the Light Brigade 
at Balaklava; and as he was fond of 


boasting whenever he had a drop of liq- 
uor in him, he feared neither man nor 
devil. Drunk or sober he always came in 
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handy somehow at everything he under- 
took, and take him all in all, he was one 
of those good old reprobates and Jacks- 
of-all-trades that a company commander 
likes to have near at hand at all times, 
especially when out scouting. 

I sent for him and told him that I had 
been troubled with the nightmare for 
some nights, and that I wanted him to 
bring his blankets and sleepin my room, 
and if he saw that I was restless and 
uneasy in my sleep, to shake and wake 
me up at once. 

That evening I went out to make some 
calls and on my way back, passing in 
front of the lighted window of my bed- 
room, I peeped in and saw the jovial old 
rascal sitting cozily in my arm-chair in 
front of the fire, with his feet on the man- 
tel, reading one of my cherished favor- 
ites, and with one of my choice Havanas 
between his lips, enjoying himself for 
once in his life in a quiet way in ottum 
cum dignitate. 

As I came in he jumped upon his feet, 
jerked the stump of the cigar quickly, 
anda little sheepishly from between his 
teeth, threw it into the fire, and bring- 
ing his heels together with his body 
erect on the hips, carried his right hand 
to the visor of his cap, — which being on 
duty, he kept on his head to look more 


military,— and reported for service with, 
“ Ready for orders, sir!” 

I saw that he had made for himself 
a comfortable pallet with his blankets 
and his overcoat fora pillow, on the floor 


alongside of my cot, and having seen me 
safe and snug in my bed, he proceeded 
to dothe same for himself on his shake- 
down on the carpet. 

I very soon dropped off into a sound 
sleep, from which I was aroused two or 
three hours afterwards by groans and 
moans, intermingled with half-choked 
cries of, — “Go away, damn you, go away, 
I did n't do it, — go away!” 

They came from somewhere near me, 
and rising on my elbow and looking over 
down on the floor, I saw Garvey strug- 
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gling with all his might with what 
seemed to be a pretty well conditioned 
nightmare. 

I watched him fora while, and then 
woke him out of it with a rough shake 
He half rose from his recumbent posi- 
tion, gazed about him in a half dazed, 
bewildered, horrified manner, and the 
with a deep sigh of relief, ejaculated, 
“ Lord, was n’t it hell!” 

I waited until he had fully recovered 
his scattered senses, and then sternly 
asked, “ Is this the way you perform your 
duty, you scoundrel?’’ What do you 
mean by waking me up in that manner 
out of the first sound sleep I have had 
for a week? What’s the matter with 
you, anyhow ?”’ 

Garvey exculpatingly answered that 
he could not help it, and went on to 
describe the very identical visitation the 
Doctor and myself had had, and it tallied 
in every point with our own experiences. 

“Now,” said I, when he got through, 
“TI have had enough of your silly non- 
sense for tonight, and an old soldier like 
you ought to be ashamed of it. Pick up 
your blankets, go back to the barrack 
room, and report back tomorrow night 
for the same duty; but be sure to make 
a light supper before you come, so that 
you may sleep like a Christian with a 
good conscience, and not like a murderer 
or I don’t know what!” 

The idea of recommending to an old 
soldier to make a light supper out of the 
allotment of the army ration set apart 
for that purpose was too good for Gar- 
vey, and a broad, half sarcastic smile 
illuminated for an instant the weather- 
beaten and battle-scarred features of the 
old veteran. 

“Colonel,” he answered, hardly keep- 
ing himself from laughing in my face, 
“if I was in San Francisco boarding at 
the Occidental, the advice might be 
good; but it will never do for Halleck, 
sir,” and turning upon his heels with a 
parting salute, he left the room with his 
blankets under his arm, and I heard him 
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out on the porch muttering to himself 
with a hoarse, half suppressed chuckle : 

“Light supper —to sleep lightly! A 
slice of bread with a tin cup full of black 
wash for it to swim in. That’s too 
damned good to keep, by Jinks! I'll 
tell the company cook to change his bill 
f fare, and give us cold water instead 
of hot coffee.” 

He came back the next night, not 
quite so willingly, and he brought the 
same old nightmare with him. The night 
after that, the selfsame experience re- 
peated itself over again, and the next 
morning Garvey, with his face pale with 
apprehensive dread, went on the sick 
report ; he thought the “horrors’’ were 
coming on him after his last spree, and 
that the next thing in order would be 
snakes in his boots. 

As far as I was concerned, my exper- 


+ 


iia 


\ 
», 


iP’ ; 
CBOE 
. 
» 





Glimpses. 


“ine 
oat a 


639 


iment in psychical mysteries was ended, 
— but not quite to my satisfaction ; for 
one of the premises of my psychological 
problem was still wanting. 

Some time thereafter the Doctor and 
I were taking an.evening walk as a con- 
stitutional in the vicinity of the camp. 
Skirting the bank of the dry creek above 
the post, we came to the cemetery, 
around which a new fence had been 
built. As we passed by, the Doctor 
called my attention to a large mound 
standing solitary and alone outside of 
the fence, with the remark: “ The two 
murdered Jews are buried there.”’ 

I made no answer, but the next morn- 
ing I had the fence removed, so as to 
enclose in the same companionship of 
death the solitary mound with the other 
graves in the silent city that always 
grows. 


A. G. Tassin. 





GLIMPSES. 


WITHIN the fastness of a forest dell, 
Deep hid from sight, a bright stream flows, 
And on its sedgy marge the elder blows, 

Hoar hemlocks silent stand, as poets tell 

They did in the old time ‘neath Merlin’s spell. 
With many a start the charméd water goes, 
Hurrying from light to gain the hazel close, 


Where shadows ever are and strange shapes dwell. 


There once I heard a strain—unknown to man — 
Whose mellow, rippling notes were blown of old 
Through vales of Arcady. The winds that fan 
The reeds were stilled ; I saw the dark eyes bold, 
Heard hurrying feet that followed bearded Pan, 


And song and voices of the Age of Gold. 
Melville Upton. 
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THE DECLINE OF OUR MERCHANT MARINE. 


THE industry of building and using 
ships is one of the chief elements ina 
nation’s greatness. In the early part of 
its history, this industry may well be 
ranked the first, because it not only aids 
in the accumulation of wealth, but by 
bringing its people in contact with those 
of other countries, it becomes a means 
of enlarging and multiplying their ideas, 
and extending the domain of civilization. 
It was under this inspiration that the 
Tyrians skirted northern Africa, and 
founded the city of Carthage, and that 
the Carthaginians in turn planted their 
commercial colonies in Spain, and even 
on the distant of Britain and 
Ireland ; while Greece beautified Italy 
and Sicily with art-loving settlements. 

England’s greatness, as is well known, 


coasts 


has always depended in a large measure 
upon her military and mercantile navies. 
“See,” said Napoleon to Charles Fox, 
pointing to a terrestrial globe, “how 
small a space you occupy in this world.” 
“Yes,” retorted the Englishman, “ but 
with our ships we encircle it all.” 

This dual industry, —the building af 
ships and operating ships, —the North 
American Colonies, especially those of 
New England, acquired by inheritance 
and by the necessity of their situation ; 
and from the middle of the seventeenth 
century to the middle of the nineteenth, 
the building of ships and using them as 
implements of commerce were the two 
lines of activity whose competition the 
mother country especially feared; so 
much so, that in 1650 Parliament felt it 
necessary to. enact a statute for the 
avowed purpose of protecting English 
shipping from that very competition. 
This statute was followed during the 
next one hundred and twenty years by 
hat Club, September 


1A\n essay read before the Chit-( 


twenty-nine others, all tending to the 
restoration and protection of England's 
colonial trade. But the business sought 
to be crippled by them could not be kept 
down, and it continued to flourish in the 
colonies. Smuggling became reputable, 
and every invasion of these statutes, 
howsoever accomplished, was a blow in 
favor of liberty. 

Although these industries continued 
to thrive in spite of the hurtful legisla- 
tion aimed at their impairment, it was 
still regarded by the colonies as a griev- 
ance, and constituted an important count 
in the indictment in the Declaration of 
Independence against George the Third, 
that of “cutting off our trade with all 
parts of the world.” 

Let us now take a rapid view of the 
condition of the United States mercan- 
tile marine subsequent to the American 
Revolution. In 1789 the registered ton- 
nage of the United States engaged in 
foreign trade was 123,893 tons, and dur- 
ing the next eight years it increased 384 
per cent, which, it must be conceded, 
was in part due to European wars, which 
threw the carrying trade largely into 
our hands. From 1797 to 1807 the 
increase was 42 per cent, or from 597,- 
777 tons to 848,307 tons. From 1807 to 
1837 there were intervals of decrease, so 
that at the last date the amount of 
American registered tonnage was 810,- 
000 tons or 38,000 tons less than it was 
thirty years before. Subsequent to 1837 
the increase was very marked, rising 
from 810,000 tons that year to 1,241,000 
tons in 1847, to 2,463,000 tons in 1857, 
and 2,642,000 tons at the outbreak of 
the Civil War. The tonnage of the 
world at that time was as follows : 

Belonging tothe United States, regis- 
tered and enrolled, 5,539,813 tons; to 

e 


5, 
Great Britain and her dependencies, 
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5,895,369 tons; to all other nations, 
5,800,767 tons. 
The aggregate tonnage 
longing to the United States in 1861 
as therefore but little less than that of 
reat Britain, and nearly equal to that 
f all other maritime nations combined. 
[It should be noted in this connection 
at between 1855 and 1860 the Ameri- 
in tonnage was more than fifty per 
nt in excess of what was then neces- 
iry to carry all the exports and imports 
f the country ; therefore, between these 
ites there were at least 1,300,000 tons 
of American shipping engaged in the 


registered 


oO 
Db 


mployment of foreigners, and employed 


a trade in which America was not 
nterested. But it was flying the Amer- 
an flag in every part of the world 
vhere there was anything to buy, or 
ll, or exchange, or carry. Fox's retort 
Napoleon was then as applicable to 
sas it ever was to England, for with 
1 ships we encircled the world. 
And it is especially worthy of note 
at this great maritime excellence was 
when the difference in the 
seamen and the cost of stores, 


ttained 
vages of 
rigging, etc., was as great in favor of 
[-ngland asit is now. This is explained 
the superiority of American seamen, 
nd the fact that they used labor-saving 
ichines for managing the topsails, 
indling and lifting the anchor, and 
rincipally in loading and unloading 
freight; consequently fewer seamen 
vere needed, and insurance was cheap- 
r, even with English underwriters. 
[his superiority in the mode of hand- 
ng freight is especially noticed in the 
eport of Mr. W. P. Phillips, one of the 
irbor commissioners of Boston. He 
iw at an English wharf an English ves- 
| discharging a cargo of pig iron by the 
| of one of Armstrong's swinging 
ranes. The iron was hoisted from the 
Id in a large tub, which instead of being 
vung over to the car, standing on a track 
ily fifteen feet away, and then dumped 
to the car, was lowered to the deck, 
Vor. XIL—4! 
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and then the iron was handled, piece by 
piece, and placed in a basket, the basket 
lifted to a man’s shoulders, and the man 
walked down a plank to the dock, up 
another plank on the further side of the 
car, and then dumped his basket into 
the car. Whenasked why they did this 
work in such a protracted and labor- 
increasing way, they answered conserva- 
tively, “ We always have.” 

Another time while a hydraulic crane 
was lying idle along the side of a ship, 
Mr. Phillips noticed that bale goods were 
rolled from the car down to the pier, and 
then up to the vessel’s deck. To the 
question, “‘ Why do you do it this way ?” 
the answer again was, quite English, 
“We always have.” 

But notwithstanding all these advan- 
tages on our side, the fact is that the 
tonnage of Great Britain, as already 
shown, has steadily increased even down 
to the present time, and ours has steadily 
declined. According to the statistics 
furnished by the Bureau Veritas on Sep- 
tember Ist, 1887, the merchant marine 
of Great Britain for the year ending at 
that date amounted to 8,729,581 tons, 
and that of the United States amounted 
to 2,342,204 tons. 

The depleted condition of our mer- 
chant marine gives rise to two important 
questions. Why is it that the United 
States of America, formerly a maritime 
power of the first magnitude, has now 
no sailing vessels or steamers that can 
profitably compete for the carrying of 
even its own exports, not merely with 
the ships of Great Britain, which might 
not be so great a marvel, but also with 
those of Germany, Italy, Sweden, Nor- 
way, Holland, Australia, and Portugal ? 
And why is it that the commercial ton- 
nage of nearly every nation annually 
increases, while that of the United States 
annually declines, and shows no sign of 
recuperation ? 

The alleged causes of this decline are 
not a few. Each school of politicians 
seems to have its favorite theory. 
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Those whose aim seems to be to pro- 
tect exclusively the manufacturing indus- 
tries, and who constantly supplicate for 
more protection, attribute this alarming 
decadence to the devastations of rebel 
privateers during the Civil War; but a 
glance at the statistics shows that the 
decline commenced and had acquired 
startling momentum before the war 
began. The war therefore merely accel- 
erated what was already under way. 
Prior to 1879 it was the fashion in cer- 
tain circles to ascribe the decline to our 
system of irredeemable paper currency. 
At a commercial convention held in Bos- 
ton in 1868, one of the delegates said, 
“Tt is from the 
rock bottom on which the nations of the 
earth transact business. When we get 
back to the right basis we shall have free 
commercial intercourse with the world.” 
Another delegate said, ‘Of course, with 
a redundant and irredeemable currency 


because we are away 


we cannot compete in the construction 


of vessels with the people of those 
countries in which a specie standard 
prevails to regulate prices and give 
stability to values.” And 
seemed to meet with the approval of the 
convention, as stating the material cause 


of the degeneration of our mercantile 


these views 


marine. 

But specie payment was resumed on 
the Ist day of January, 1879, according 
tothe fiat of Congress ; our finances have 
long been on a stable basis, and yet our 
merchant marine continues in a deplor- 
condition. Che 
found to be 


Cause lies 


In Our 


able real 
deeper, and will be 
pernicious system of navigation laws. 
Let us glance at these, and we shall see 
how asystem originally intended to pro- 
mote the shipping interest has _ finally 
become the cause of its decline 

It is generally regarded as unorthodox, 
if not unpatriotic, to uttera word against 
constitution, or to admit 


our federal 


any unwisdom in the “conscript fathers ”’ 
Weare 


inclined to regard it, as Mr. Gladstone 


of the republic who framed it. 
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says, “ The most wonderful work ev 
struck off at a given time by the bra 
But it is under 
able that some portions of it were t] 
result of the most selfishand unprincip! 
bargaining between opposing sectio1 


and purpose of man.” 


The most conspicuous was that betwe 
those the great 
interests and the great commercial inte: 


representing slave! 
ests ; and this was even before the inve: 
tion of the cotton gin, which we all kno 
enhanced many fold the value of slay 
labor. 

The extreme Southern States not onl) 
wanted slavery recognized and upheld, 
but the slave trade legalized and pro- 
tected. The New England States on 
the other hand, largely interested in 
shipping and largely engaged in the slave 
trade, desired through a system of nav- 
igation laws to retain a monopoly of the 

The Mid 
indifferent 


commerce of the new nation. 
dle States 
about these matters, which present so 
a chapter in our national his 


were naturally 


curious 
tory. 
rhe 4th Section of the 7th Article of 
our Constitution as originally reported 
by the Committee of Detail, was in thes: 


words. 

No tax or duty shall be levied by the Legislatur 
on articles imported from any State, nor in the im 
migration or importation of h persons as the se 
eral States shall think proper to admit; nor shall 
such immigration or importation be prohibited. 


When the convention came to considet 
this section they amended it by making 
the prohibition of the imposition of 
duties on exports general, or applicable 
to the federal government as well as the 
States. 
residue of the section, which Luther Mar- 


Che question again arose on the 


tin of Maryland moved to amend so as 
to authorize Congress to levy a tax or! 
prohibition, at on the 
importation of slaves, for the reason that 


its discretion, 
the section as it stood would encourage 
theslavetrade. The delegates from South 
Carolina and Georgia warmly protested 
against Mr. Martin’s proposition, as al 




















inwarrantable interference with that 
usiness. Mr. Ellsworth and Mr. Sher- 
1an of Connecticut favored the clause 
s reported, saying, “ Let every State 
mport what it pleases,”’ and Mr. Gerry 
f Massachusetts acquiesced with some 
eserve in the complying policy of the 
Connecticut delegates, while Mr. Mason 
I Virginia denounced the slave trade as 
in infernal traffic which originated in the 
ivarice of British merchants. Strange 
inguage for the ancestor of the author of 
the Fugitive Slave Law, and who claimed 
for “every white man the right to wallop 
lis OWN Nigger.” 
It is curious to observe that slavery 
was beginning to be regarded at this 
irly day, even in some parts of the 
South, as well as in the North, as “the 
sum of all villainies.”’ 
At this point in the discussion Gov- 
rneur Morris arose, and after adverting 
to the fact that the 6th section of the 
7th article contained a clause, that no 
1avigation laws should be enacted with- 
ut the consent of two-thirds of each 
branch of Congress, and that this pro- 
ision particularly concerned the inter- 
sts of the New England States, pro- 
posed that this section, together with 
the 4th section, which related to the 
ive trade, and the 5th section, which 
ated to the assessment of a capitation 
tax on slaves, be referred to a special 
ymmittee, remarking that these things 
might form a bargain between the 
Northern and Southern States. Che 
iggestion was acted upon, and all these 
atters were referred toa special com- 
ittee, and a bargain was made and 
eported, by which no restriction was to 
laid upon the enactment of naviga- 
tion laws, and the legalization of the 
ive trade was extended to the yea 
1 800. Che report after a lively debate 
was adopted by the convention, except 
that the slave trade was extended to 
1808, for which extension the New Eng- 


ind delegates voted, and the delegates 
trom the extreme Southern States voted 
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in turn for the omission of all restric- 


tion to the passage of navigation laws. 

Thus was conceived and consummated 
one of the most shameful bargains in the 
history of legislation. It was unspar- 
ingly denounced by Mr. Randolph and 
Mr. Mason, and by various delegates 
from the Middle States ; nevertheless it 
became a part of the organic law, and 
thus the foundation was laid for our nav- 
igation laws, and also of the most won- 
derful, powerful, and crushing social and 
political system that has existed since 
feudalism. Slavery and feudalism — 
the Dromios of history. 

But the parties to this contract have 
not gone unpunished. The New Eng- 
land States have seen their favorite 
industry prostrated by reason of the 
laws which they expected would forever 
fosterand protect it, and in consequence 
of the slave interest they have seen 
every dwelling turned into a house of 
mourning; while South Carolina and 
Georgia have been desolated by war ina 
manner that reminds the military scholar 
of Hyder Ali's invasion of the Carnatic. 
Justice walks with leaden heel, but 
strikes with an iron hand. 

When the first Congress assembled, 
New England naturally demanded the 
fulfillment of this agreement. And in 
1790 and 1792 the foundation of our 
present navigation laws was laid in acts 
levying tonnage dues and impost taxes 
which discriminated so excessively 
against foreign shipping as virtually to 
give to American ship owners a monop- 
oly of all American commerce. 

In 1816-1817 and 1820 Congress 
enacted a system of navigation laws 
which were modeled on those of Great 
Britain, which the American colonies 
had found so oppressive ; and all those 
laws hold their place today upon the 
American statute books. Times since 
then have changed. All industries have 
made astonishing strides, and laws have 
been repeatedly enacted for the avowed 
purpose of protecting these industries. 
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Ships now are different, voyages are 
different, crews are different, but the 
old narrow-minded, selfish, and arbitrary 
laws still disgrace the statute book of 
the United States, alone of all nations. 
Some of the most important of these 
laws are as follows : Under Section 4132 
of the Revised Statutes, “ No American 
citizen is allowed to import a foreign- 
built vessel, in the sense of purchasing, 
acquiring a register or title to, or of 
using her as his own property.” The 
only other absolute prohibition of im- 
ports on the part of the government of 
the United States is in respect to coun- 
terfeit money and obscene publications. 
Section 4134 provides that an Ameri- 
can vessel ceases to be such, if owned 
in the smallest degree by dny person 
naturalized in the United States, who 
may, after acquiring such ownership, 
reside for more than a year in the coun- 
try of which he may be a native, or more 
than two years in any foreign country, 
unless such person be a consul or other 
public agent of the United States. Ifa 
native-born American citizen, except as 
consul of the United States or as a part- 
ner in or agent of an exclusively mer- 
cantile house, is minded to reside “ usu- 
ally” in some foreign country, any 
American vessel of which he may be 
wholly or in the 
loses its register, and ceases to be enti- 
tled to the protec tion of the flag of the 
United States, even though the vessel 
American 


part owner at once 


may have been of construc- 
tion and have regularly paid taxes in 
the United States, and the owner him- 
self may have no thought of finally re- 
linquishing his American citizenship. 
Section 4142 enacts that every citizen 
of the United States obtaining a register 
for an American vessel must make oath 
that no subject or citizen of any foreign 
power or state is either directly or indi- 
rectly, by way of trust or confidence or 
otherwise, interested in such vessel or 
in its profits. 
Section 4131 provides that no foreign- 
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er shall command or be an officer of a 
registered American vessel. Under Sec 
tion 4347 no foreign-built vessel can en- 
ter a port of the United States and then 
go to another domestic port with any 
new cargo, or with any part of her origi 
nal cargo that has once been unladen, 
without having previously voyaged to 
and touched at some other port of some 
foreign country, under penalty of con 
fiscation ; and by acomparatively recent 
interpretation of this section, all direct 
traffic by sea between the Atlantic and 
Pacific ports of the United States, via 
Cape Horn, or the Cape of Good Hope, 
or the Isthmus of Panama, is held to bx 
of the nature of a coasting trade or voy- 
age in which foreign-built vessels cannot 
participate. 

Under Section 4165 an American ves- 
sel once sold or transferred to a foreign 
er can never be bought back again and 
become American property ; not even if 
the transfer has been the result of cap 


ture and condemnation by a foreign 
power in time of war. 
Section 3095 prohibits any vessel 


under thirty tons from being used to 
import anything at any seaboard port. 
Under Section 3114, if a vessel becomes 
damaged on a foreign voyage and is re- 
paired in a foreign port, her owner o1 
master must make entry of such repairs 
at a custom house of the United States 
a duty on the 
same equal to one-half the cost of the 
foreign work or material, or fifty per 
valorem; and this law extends 


an import, and pay 


as 


cent ad 
so far as to include boats that may be 
obtained at sea from a passing foreign 
vessel, in order to assure the safety of 
the crew or passengers ol the American 
vessel. But justice requires the state 
ment that this particular piece of folly 
was not a part of the original navigation 
act of 1790, but was enacted in 1866 as 
part of an act to prevent smuggling, and 
for other purposes. This was evidently 
for one of the other purposes, and doubt- 


less to cripple and discourage commerce 
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Section 4136 provides that if a citizen 
f the United States buys a vessel of 
foreign build, which has been wrecked 
n our coast, takes her into port, and 
‘pairs and renders her again seaworthy 
nd serviceable, he cannot make her 
\merican property, unless it be proved 
) the satisfaction of the Treasury De- 
artment that the repairs put upon such 
essel are equal to three-fourths of the 
riginal cost of the vessel so repaired. 
Section 4219 compels every vessel be- 
mging to the mercantile marine of 
he United States engaged in foreign 
trade, vessels employed in the fisheries 
one accepted, to pay annually into the 
lreasury a tonnage tax of thirty cents 
per ton. By the act of July, 1862, this 
mnage tax was ten cents per ton, and 
was afterwards increased to the present 
rate, and it was collected at every entry 
‘f a vessel from a foreign port, until the 


\ct of March, 1867, was passed, which 
imited its collection to once a year. 
This law was not a part of our early 


navigation laws, and is another monu- 
ment of modern. folly. 

Any one who will compare our navi- 
ition laws with those which prevailed 
n England when ours were mainly 
lopted, 1789-1820, will see not only a 
triking similarity, but also that ours 
re in many instances a literal copy of 
ose, which, after careful investigation 
yy that prodigy of industry and acute- 
ess, Henry Thomas Buckle, were pro- 
nounced by him an “unmitigated evil.” 

Che bad effects of these laws are man- 
fest and manifold: while we are the 
nly people in the world who are forbid- 
n to purchase foreign-built vessels, we 
reely permit all the world to enter our 
rts with vessels purchased in any mar- 
et. 

We invite foreign capital to come to 
s, and help build our railroads, work 
ir mines, insure our property, build up 
ir cities, buy our national, State, and 
our 


unicipal securities, and “grab” 


road domain; but if a single dollar of 
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such capital becomes invested in an 
American ship, we pronounce the ship 
unworthy of the benefit of American 
laws. If a foreigner takes command of 
an American vessel, and falsely make 
oath that he is an American citizen, he 
is liable to forfeit and pay the sum of 
one thousand dollars ; and if one of the 
owners should make such oath, which he 
can do when the captain is not in the 
district, the vessel is subject to forfeit- 
ure. 

Foreign-built vessels losing rudder or 
stern post, or breaking shaft, and arriv- 
ing inan American port indistress, can- 
not import materiak for repairs without 
paying duty on them; a foreign-built 
vessel cannot even land copper sheath- 
ing for the sole purpose of being recop- 
pered by American workmen, without 
paying duties on the old copper removed 
and the new copper put on, as separate 
and distinct imports. 

In 1871 a citizen of Baltimore 
chased a foreign-built vessel wrecked on 
the American coast, and abandoned to 
the underwriters; and by expending a 
large sum rendered her again seaworthy, 
and then arranged for an outward cargo 
under the flag of the United States. 
But when the vessel was ready to sail, 
registry was refused by the customs 
officials, on the ground that she was of 
foreign construction, the value of the 
repairs on the wreck being a little less 
than three-fourths her original cost; 
and thus a reconstructed ship, perfectly 
seaworthy, although owned by an Amer- 
ican citizen, became perfectly valueless 
to him as a ship. But fortunately the 
laws did not prohibit him from using 
her as a coal bunker, or a hen coop, ora 
bowling alley, or a Chinese laundry, or 
even from selling her at a sacrifice toa 
He availed himself of this 
his 


pur- 


foreigner. 
last expedient, and got some of 
money back. 

Such are some of our pernicious navi- 


gation laws, and*such are a few of the 


consequences they have engendered. 
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Could a scheme be invented more suita- 
ble to discourage and exterminate the 
business of building and using ships ? 

And one of the worst features of these 
laws is that they are so numerous, so 
hidden away, and the Department rul- 
ings so difficult to ascertain, except to 
the custom that it 
almost impossible for those who are sup- 
posed to be learned in the law to advise 
the layman what it really is. It required 
some of the best legal talent in the city 
of New York, a few years since, to ena- 
ble the owner of a pleasure yacht to 
comply with the law. Although he had 
incurred great expense and no end of 
trouble to find out the law and comply 
with it, he still asserted that he was in 
daily expectation of avisit from the rev- 
enue officers and the imposition of a fine 
statute or 
some custom house regulation. 

Chis state of affairs is paralleled by 
the instance related by Blackstone of a 
certain ruler who caused the laws of his 


house officers, is 


for the disregard of some 


realm to be suspended on trees, where 
no one could read them, and then pun- 
ished his subjects for disobeying those 


laws. 
The wonder is that our mercantile 
navy ever acquired any importance 


whatsoever, and that instead of merely 
suffering a decline, it has not fallen to 
cureless ruin. Can it be that while Con- 
gress has been ever alert to protect our 
manufacturing industries, it has been 
equally so to destroy another equally 
important ? 

trom the 


results and from the utterances of some 


It would seem so, judging 
of the apostles of protection, who have 
found their views reflected in Congress. 
lhe late Henry C. Carey said that the 
interests of the United States, material 
and moral, would be greatly benefited if 
the Atlantic could be converted into an 
impassable ocean of flame, and that a 
prolonged wat Britain 
and the United States would be one of 


the 


between Great 


best 


possible things which could 
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happen to promote the industrial inde- 
pendence and development of the latte: 
country. Such ideas resemble the rav- 
ings of Edmund Burke at a time when 
he is admitted to have been of unsound 
mind, and when, with the eloquence of 
Demosthenes and more than the zeal of 
Peter the Hermit, he exhorted his coun 
trymen to wage against the French a 
“T repeat it,” said he, “a 
Horace Greeley taught the 
same doctrine. In 1870 he said: “ When 
a railroad brings artisans to the door of 
the farmer, it is a blessing. When it 
takes the wheat, the corn, the flesh and 
cotton, to a distant manufacturing cen- 
ter, a locomotive is an its 
smoke is a black flag, and its whistle is 
the scream of an evil genius.” Such 
barbarous and repulsive doctrines could 


long war. 
long war. 


exhauster, 


emanate only from intellects infatuated 
with the idea of protecting manufactur- 
ing industries, if necessary, at the ex 
pense of all others. 

But still the question, Why are these 
laws so inimical to the ship building and 
ship using industries? is not fully an- 
swered. So long as wood and canvas 
were the materials mainly used in the 
construction and propulsion of vessels, 
we had an advantage over other nations 
in the cost of material, and in the skill 
in making ships. 

But in 1838the Sirius and Great West- 
ern crossed the Atlantic to New York, 
and from that time it became manifest 


that steam was the great propelling 
power of ocean travel. “The canvas- 
winged birds of ocean,” as Sargent S. 
Prentiss called them, were at once 


doomed to be driven off by a force which 
only the art of 
ocean navigation, but the location and 


has revolutionized not 


development of commercial centers; and 
the experience of a few years demon 
strated another fact, namely: that iron 
steamers were stronger than wooden 
ones, and better adapted to withstand 
the strain of steam machinery. As ear- 
ly as 1857 it was a recognized fact that 
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team had supplanted the sail, and that our laws prevented American capital 
ron had supplanted wood. Unfortu- from being invested in English-built 









































itely the United States had not then ships. But other nations, when they 
he means or appliances for building saw that England could build better 
on ships or the best steam machinery, ships than they, bought their ships at j 


ut John Laird had the plant and eigh- the English docks. 

teen years’ experience, and was thor- Recently this matter was forcibly and 
ughly equipped for this new and great quite picturesquely alluded to in the 
ndustry ; and Americans found them- House of Representatives by Mr. Nel- 
selves prevented by their own laws, sen, the Norwegian member from Min- 
nacted primarily for their own benefit, nesota. In a steamship subsidy debate 
trom availing themselves of the results he began a short speech by saying that 
{ English superiority in the construct- he had not 

on of that class of vessels which com- 





st eM 





intended to take part in the debate, but that while 


merce required. listening to it ‘*thoughts came into his mind of what 
Other improvements followed. In great navigators his ancestors had been, and what 
1540 Mr. Napier, long since gone to his great navigators their descendants still are.” He 


ong home, was experimenting with his told what high rank the merchant marine of Norway 
niniature ships, to see what shape 


iffered the least resistance tothe water, 


held, it being next in magnitude to that of the Uni- 
ted States, although Norway has a population of less 
; ; than two millions. He ridiculed the notion that our 
nd was best suited to breasting the ocean shipping was in ‘its present low state on 
‘reat Atlantic waves, —a spectacle that account of the operations of rebel cruisers twenty- ; 
might have inspired Longfellow’s popu- five years ago; and mentioned that when those 
ar poem. Not many years elapsed before Cruisers were causing ou! ship owners to sell their 
o] ‘ an : vessels at a sacrifice, ‘hundreds of them were pur- 
he side-wheel steamer was displaced by oy) ' 
: - vased by that little country of Norway, and used in 
he screw steamer, for the reason that her commerce, although she had as good and ample 


‘ 


} 


the Capac ity of the former was largely material for ship building and as good ship carpen- 
taken up by the necessary machinery ters as you had.” And it was with evident pride 
x: y ae that Mr Iso »plie O¢ »-mbe »)ASKEK 

ind a sufficient supply of coal. For that - ; re : re} met oar optic a ae 
, : , they bought them: “* They bought them,” said he 

nstance, a side-wheeler with a gross ,..° 5 — a F 
‘ a ** because they could buy them cheaper under those 
egister of 3000 tons had to allow fol peculiar circumstanres than they could make them 
i¢ hinery and coal 2200 tons, leay Ing at home, and because they had the privilege of buy- 
nly 800 tons forfreight. But by means _ ing,” whereas with us ‘ the trouble is, you have put 


ff the screw. these fisures have been the American merchant marine in a sort of strait 
; es g ‘ 


exactly reversed, until at last the crown- /*°** ; 
ng glory of steamship building has been All the nations of Europe are rapidly 
eached in the magnificent twin-screw increasing their ocean marine, except 
steamer City of New York, lately christ- Spain. Even China and Japan have i 


ned by Lady Randolph Churchill, with fallen into line. Spain and the United 

gross register of 10,500 tons, and States, the former the sole relic of the 
much greater cargo capacity and proba- Middle Ages, ever exulting in her tor- 
bly greater speed than any other ocean _pidity, sit stilland complacently see one 
teamer; and this splendid structure, of their greatest industries and one of 
now under the gaze of the whole civil- their most remunerative employments 


ed world, and which might have glid- going to decay. 


d from an American dock, was built Ihe mischievous effect of this decline H 
. . - . ‘ 
n the Clyde. not only appears in the loss of the busi- 


Here then is the essential cause of the ness of ship building and its profits, and 
lecay of our merchant marine. England in that of the carrying trade and its prof- 
had the monopoly of ship building, and_ its, but in another serious aspect. There 
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is, and has been for some time an almost 
universal demand for a navy, and the 
government is now expending millions 
of dollars at South San Francisco and on 
the Delaware in building war ships. 
But when they are finished, who are 
going tomanthem? Without skillful 
sailors a navy Is like a strong fortress 
with a well filled armory, but with no 
soldiers to handle the guns. The expe- 
rience of Holland is singularly instruc- 
tive. She always drew her naval forces 
When the 


supremacy, 


from her merchant marine. 
latter declined, her 
and with it her political supremacy, also 
Che boastful Von Tromp was 
silenced, and the broom was torn from 
his mast head. 

England recruits her navy from her 
merchant marine, and so did we when 
we had one to draw from. When the 
Civil War broke out we had over 70,000 
hardy and experienced sailors, prepared 


naval 


declined. 


and eager to enter the naval service, and 
with them we blockaded all the South 
Atlantic and Gulf ports ; while the land 
forces were practicing and experiment- 
ing in their new and strange vocation 
for many long and disastrous mohths, 
always, in the language of those humil- 
lating days, encountering “overwhelm- 
ing numbers,” and invariably “falling 
back to a stronger position in good or- 
der under a galling fire.” 

Our navigation laws being then the 
fundamental cause of the decline of our 
merchant marine, the first step towards 
its rehabilitation is the repeal of those 


laws, not their revision or modifica- 


tion, but their absolute and in 
but fol 


maritime nations, 


repeal, 
SO doing we 
all 
servative England and stationary China. 
Enel: 


the time 


ow the example of 


other even con- 


In this reform ind took the initia- 


tive at 


when the competition 
United States for 
the carrying trade was most 
» Adam Smith 
showed the English people the unwisdom 
ot | 


between her and the 


efficient. 
77 


‘/é 


But as long prior as 1 


their navigation laws, by proving 
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that they had excluded foreign capital, 
driven their own capital to seek other 
investments, and materially impaired 
their colonial trade ; but so deliberate is 
the English mind in entering upon 
reform, that it was seventy years before 
the first step was taken. 

In 1847 Mr. Ricardo made a motion ir 
Parliament for the appointment of acom 
mittee to inquire into the operation and 


policy of the navigation laws, and 
although vigorously opposed, it was 
adopted by an emphatic majority. Up 


to this time the English, notwithstand- 
ing the logic of Adam Smith, had 
indulged the delusion that their mari- 
time greatness was due solely to thei 
navigation laws. They were absurdly 
proud of them, and classed them with 
Magna Charta, and dignified them with 
the title “ Charta Maritima.” Mr. Ri 
cardo, speaking of this infatuation, said: 
“ All increase of shipping they attrib- 
uted to Acts of to 
the increase of population, industry, and 


Parliament ; none 
wealth. According to them all good is 
the resuit of restriction and protection, 
and only evil springs from enterprise 
and competition. Experience has taught 
them nothing. 
has so mystified and deluded them that 
they are martyrs to it, and they let it 
bind them down to inferiority and de- 


The word ‘protection ’ 


cay. 

The evidence taken by this committee 
abundantly showed that these laws had 
either in 
ships’ officers or crews, that they had 


failed to secure superiority 


failed to secure a sufficient supply of 
seamen for the navy, that they were 
prejudicial to both foreign and colonial 
trade, that they had caused similar laws 
to be enacted by other countries for the 
purpose of retaliation, and that they did 
not secure remunerative profits to the 
ship owners. 

ppose that on 


such a report these laws would have been 


One would naturally su 


instantly repealed, but the English, as 


we all know, are of that class of conserva- 
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tives who, as humorously described by 
the author of the New Gospel of Peace, 
“ finding themselves in hot water, remain 
there that they may not be scalded,” and 
onsequently the effort to repeal these 
aws encountered vigorous opposition. 
\ protest circulated in Liverpool re- 
ceived 23,000 signatures from among the 
merchants, bankers and ship owners. 
Another circulated in London received 
27,000 signatures from the same class of 
men ;and such men as Benjamin Disraeli 
ind Lord George Bentinck predicted 
that free trade in ship building would 
lestroy that industry in Great Britain, 
ruin British ship owners, and drive Brit- 
sh sailors into foreign vessels. Mr. Dis- 
raeli said he would not share the respon- 
sibility of endangering that empire 
extending beyond the Americas and the 
farthest Ind, which was foreshadowed 
by the genius of a Blake, and conse- 
crated by the blood of a Nelson, —the 
empire of the seas. Others made equally 
powerful appeals. But the spirit of re- 
form when once aroused has always been 
invincible. Even the reign of Charles 
II. may be cited as a remarkable illustra- 
tion. Paradoxical as it may seem, it 
stands forth conspicuously as one of 
creat reform. The King was not only 
a person of marvelous incapacity, but a 
mean and spiritless voluptuary ; his court 
was profligate, and was the scene of 
debaucheries that would have brought 
shame to the cheek of Catherine of Rus- 
sia. His cabinet was venal, and London 
was afflicted at this time by the great 
fire and a great plague. It was an era 
of demoralization in certain quarters, 
ind general calamity; but among the 
people, it was the Augustan age of 
reform. The Habeas Corpus Act and the 
Statute of Frauds and Perjuries, the one 
the great safeguard of liberty and the 
other the great safeguard of property, 
were then enacted, and all military ten- 
ures and all restrictions upon the liberty 
of printing were totally and finally abol- 


shed. 
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Our own country furnishes a much 
more brilliant example. The Dred Scott 
decision was delivered in 1854, and in 
less than ten years the Thirteenth 
Amendment was adopted. 

The spirit of reform was now (1849) 
again thoroughly aroused, and its great 
champion was Robert Peel. This was 
the last great reform achieved by the 
manof “sublime mediocrity.”” He closed 
the debate with great ability, completely 
shattering all the prophecies of disaster, 
and the needed reform was accomplished. 
All laws'‘of a restrictive character, except 
those applicable to the coasting trade, 
were repealed, and those were repealed 
in 1854; and instead of misfortune, so 
vehemently predicted, England's ton- 
nage increased from 3,485,958 tons in 
1849 to 4,248,984 tons in 1860, and to 
8,729,101 tons in 1887. 

The fundamental and conclusive argu- 
ment in favor of this reform, as already 
adverted to, is specially worthy of the 
consideration of Americans at this time. 
Prior to this time ships were built almost 
exclusively of wood, and the United 
States could build cheaper and better 
ships than England because they had 
the advantage in skill and material, and 
the argument was irresistible, that if 
England wished to meet American com- 
petition she must give her people the 
right to purchase American ships. Now 
the conditions arereversed. Ships must 
now be made of iron or steel, and in this 
respect England has the advantage of 
us; and it is plain to the dullest appre- 
hension that the resuscitation of our 
merchant marine will never take place 
until our people can purchase ships from 
English ship builders or wherever they 
choose, and be protected in the use of 
their property. 

But it has been fashionable of late 
years for certain members of Congress 
and a certain class of journals to shout 
in Opposition to this idea, that it is 
un-American to buy ships outside of 
American yards, and that to obtain them 
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elsewhere would reach the depth of 
national humiliation ; but these Fourth- 
of-July and campaign orators and news- 
papers that subsist on the morbidness cf 
public sentiment forget that they them- 
selves teach an un-American doctrine ; 
for what American woman of fashion 
would deign to appear on great occa- 
moderate ones, in robes 
Amer- 


sions, or even 
not made “at Worth’s,” and what 
ican host would so insult his guests as 
to set wines before them, although as 
native to California as are the waters of 
the Sacramento River, unless disguised 
under foreign brands? France, Ger- 
many, and 


purchase ships at Birkenhead or on the 


Italy are not too sensitive to 


Clyde, or wherever they can get the best 
article for the least money. 

But 
say that these laws are intended for and 


a certain class of protectionists 


are necessary to the protection of Amer- 
ican industry, and that protection has 
become, and must ever remain, the per- 
manent interest and policy of the 
United States. It is not proposed to 
dispute either proposition. 
doubt that our navigation laws, as en- 
1790 to 1820, were intended 
to compel the American citizen to pur- 
chase and use American-built ships, and 
to protect 
building ships, and continued to do so 


It is beyond 


acted from 


and foster the industry of 
until wooden ships became a thing of 
the past, and commerce required ships 
built 
on the Clyde and on the Mersey cheaper 


of iron and steel, which could be 
and better than elsewhere ; and these 
laws were unquestionably a part of the 
general scheme of prot ction devised by 
Alexander Hamilton, and put in practice 
by a series of enactments in the early 
Congressional annals. 

But under the existing conditions, to 
the pur- 


ships is, In no 


cainst 
| 


repeal the prohibition a 
chase of foreign-built 
sense, a free trade measure, but it isa 
move in the interest of the protection of 
one of our greatest industries, namely, 


ocean transportation. It is a genuine 
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American policy, because it will tend to 
re-establish and develop a great branch 
of American industry, while the present 
policy is merely promotive and _ protec 
tive of European interests, inasmuch as 
it throws the carrying trade into Euro 
pean hands. But this would help the 
ship using business only, not that of 
ship building. 

If we wish to revive the ship building 
interest also, we must enable our ship 
builders to compete with those of Eng 
land, by putting them on an equality. It 
would be needless to enumerate the du- 
ties on the various items that enter into 
the construction of a ship; suffice it to 
say that they are all taxed, even to the 
bunting of which the flag is made, and 
the average is 40 per cent ad valorem. 

Without entering into any discussion 
of the tariff, it is safe to say that to repeal 
the duty on those articles would 
subject the market to European, domi 
nation, and the Europeans, if endowed 


soon 


with human nature,—and there is some 
ground for suspicion that they are, 
would soon fix their own prices. The 
problem is to leave the tariff as it is, so 
that the market can be regulated by the 
tariff and the domestic competition, and 
still let the ship builder secure his mate- 
rials at European prices, so that in this 
respect he can compete with the English 
ship builder. 

And this could easily be done by real- 
ly, and not pretentiously, as at present, 


allowing a drawback on cverything so 


used, and be made very simple by merely 
requiring the oath of the ship builder that 
certain materials had gone into the ship, 
or by the certificate of a government in- 
spector; but now the allowance of the 
drawback is hedged about by so many 
formalities, so much back and forth and 
here and there, that life is too short for 
the consumer to waste his time in trying 
And so long 
as the politicians in Congress are able to 
make use of the surplus in the national 
treasury as a political resource and a po- 


to secure the remittance. 
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cal argument, for them to allow the 
ost infinitesimal portion of the hide- 
s and threatening gorgon to escape 
uld be a spectacle for the gods to weep 


On this subject of removing or remit- 

ge duties on materials used in ships’ 

nstruction, even so aggressive a pro- 
ctionist as Mr. Blaine said: 

When you build a ship for the commerce of the 

you send it abroad to compete with every 

er ship in every other country. You are unable 

yur laws to give her any protection, or to pre- 

t the greatest competion from every other nation 

the world. I say further that I object to this 

g considered a bounty to the ship builder. 

It is on freights that Great Britain is grow- 

ich and drawing to herself the riches of the 

Yet we stand here haggling over the remis 

f a little bit of duty, which is insignificant com- 

red with the millions in our grasp, if we gave any 


ncouragement to our commerce. 


It is even urged by some agitators 
this subject, notably Mr. David A. 
Wells, that the reduction of the tariff, 
f not its total abrogation, is necessary 
betore we can again assume the position 
of a great maritime nation. He proceeds 
upon the assumption that cheap labor is 
the foundation of a large export trade; 
hat unless we manufacture the wares, 
ve shall have none to export. But it may 
ye said in answer to this proposition that 
uring the year 1887 we imported goods 
lued at $692,000,000 and exported 
omestic products worth $716,000,000, 
showing that even under our protective 
system and its consequent high price for 
ibor we exported in round numbers 
$24,000,000 worth more than we import- 
ed, notwithstanding the cheap labor cf 
ther countries. The startling and mo- 
mentous questions are, who carried these 


‘ports and imports ? 


who earned and 
ot the freight ? 

lhe question of subsidizing ocean lines 
s also an important one to consider. 
[his proposition has its advocates, prom- 
nent among whom is Mr. Blaine, and 
ts opponents, prominent among whom 
s Mr. Wells. The latter argues that it 
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is a mere expedient, and does not go to 
the root of the evil. Admitting that it 
does not, it isa practice successfully fol- 
lowed by other nations, and if preceded 
or accompanied, or even followed by the 
repeal of our navigation laws, would pro- 
duce beneficial results. 

France, for instance, obtains her 
steamships from England. In the year 
1880, she paid 23,000,000 francs to aid her 
steamship lines. Italy is advancing rap- 
idly in steam navigation. In 1880 she 
advanced to her lines $1,600,000. Since 
the first Cunard line sailed into Boston 
harbor down to 1878, Great Britain had 
paid from her treasury to aid her steam- 
ship lines a sum exceeding 40,000,000 
pounds sterling. She began this policy 
the moment she saw that the iron steam- 
ship was the ship of the future in navi- 
gating the great oceans, and continues 
that course, except as to those lines that 
can go alone. 

We have now nine navy yards: Eng- 
land never had more than three. For 
the support of these yards and the navy, 
such as it is, for the year 1888, Congress 
appropriated $25,786,847.79, an amount 
which would for many years adequately 
subsidize a line of steamers over any of 
the great ocean highways that would be 
the peer of any line afloat. But Con- 
gress seems persistently to close its eyes 
to the importance of this matter, illus- 
trating the saying that “there are none 
so blind as those who will not see.” A 
few months agothe House of Represent- 
atives refused to continue the paltry sub- 
sidy of $20,000 per annum to the San 
Francisco and Australian line. The 
Australian and New Zealand govern- 
ments had been contributing to its sus- 
tenance for over twenty years, and our 
government received over $47,000 annu- 
ally for postal service on this line, thus 
realizing a net gain of $27,000. Our rep- 
resentative, Mr. Felton, clearly showed 
that our exports over that line, not from 
California alone, but drawn from all parts 
of the United States, for the previous 




























































A Year 
year, amounted to $10,000.000; but the 
House refused the subsidy by a vote of 
135 to 54, probably upon the ground that 
if Australia and New Zealand still sup- 
port this line, why should we contribute ? 
It is now understood that it will be with- 
drawn on the 1st of November, and that 
the Canadian line will take its place. In 
that event, San Francisco will become 


a wav 1, ‘rt 


And yet, during the past twenty-five 
years, Congress has given, and generally 


with wisdom, for the construction of rail- 
roads, largesses of money, land, and cred- 
it that cast into insignificance all the 
golden sands and all the plunder that 
the Spanish conqueror pictured to his 
followers as he led them forth against 
the children of the sun. 


A YE 


iF one may venture to generalize from 
such data as come unsought to an editor 
and reviewer, there are indications of de- 
crease in the quantity of “ minor verse”’ 
offered for publication and published. 
Before hear from 
time to time some songs still from the 
latest poets of the great New England 


we have ceased to 


group that made so notable the middle 
of the century, several schools of imita- 
tors have come and gone. An imitative 
school, it seems, has the erace of shorter 
existence than an original one; and the 
reign of French metres and verses “after 
Dobson” already seems so well-worn 
that came in only 
about ha After all 


this rapid coming and going of verse- 


is hard to realize it 


] 


f a dozen years ago, 


writers, it strikes one strangely to hear 
the strong rare notes, already grown to 
sound like a reminder from long ago, of 
the old poets, It 
that this year should have 


is the more notable 
civen us two 


such volumes, because Mr. Lowell had 


AR ¢ 
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But the primary evil is our navigation 
laws, and their repeal is indispensable, 
if we wishtoresume ourformer high posi- 
tion among the maritime nations of the 
earth. 

As this is not the Fourth of July nor 
a campaign meeting, it is unnecessary 
to dilate upon the greatness of “our glo 
rious country,” or to do the fashionable 
“pointing with pride.”” But while w 
exult in the sober fact that our resources 
of agriculture and manufactures are suf 
ficient to supply the world, we cannot 
but feel that had it not been for a mis 
taken policy that has been in vogue from 
our national infancy we could add as 
proudly as the Englishman said to the 
First Consul, and “with our ships, we 
encircle it all.” 

John "a Hall. 


IF VERSE.—I 


apparently laid poetry entirely aside for 
the graver duties that have occupied his 
later prime. It rare now-a-days 
for a poet to withhold from the maga- 
zines verses that they would be more 
than eager to get, that when Heartscase 
and Ru 


it was a surprise to learn that so many 


Is SO 


was issued early in the year, 
“later poems” by him were in exist- 
ence. A good many of them have been 
in magazine print ; others are apparently 
albums and letters to 
[hey appear to be a complete 


cleaned from 
friends. 
collection of the rare and fragmentary 
poetic activity of the busiest years of 
Mr. 
far back as 1866; another as far forward 
as 1887. 


Lowell's life. One poem dates as 


editors and reviewers are accused of 


partiality towards famous names, and 


some young poets feel certain that could 


l 
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some of Lowell’s, or Whittier’s, or Ten- between one phase of Lowell’s poetic 
yson’s verse be offered with their sig- expression and one phase of Professor 
itures and vice versa, the critic’s judg- Sill’s. Miss Phelps, in the Century, 
rent would also be reversed. There compares Professor Sill to Shelley: to 
iy be here and there a poem that us there is in hima far nearer relation 
vuld justify the notion ; but with very with Lowell in such moods as these: 
ire exceptions the Justice ot poetic Well might I, as of old, appeal to you, 
ime is something exceptional and sur- 9 ;jountains, woods, and streams, 
ising. No one with any developed To help us mourn him, for ye loved him too; 
ritical judgment can take up this vol- it simpler moods befit our modern themes. 
me, /leartease and Rue,' and not know perfect birth of Nature can, 
the very first chord that a master has 
it his fingers on the instrument after 


l him, sympathize with 
lt 


£ 


long succession of amateurs have been 4 mortal, built upon the antique plan, 
wing their way with it. One who Brimful of lusty blood as ever ran, 


ens to the very first page, and begins, ind taking life as simply as a tre 


Che electric nerve whose instantaneous thrill Truly this life is precious to the root, 
Makes next-door gossips of the antipodes, And good the feel of grass beneath the foot ; 
Confutes poor Hope’s last fallacy of - lo lie in buttercups and clover-bloom, 
Che distance that divided her from ill, Tenants in common with the bees, 
And watchthe white cloudsdrift through gulfs of trees 
, ’ —-s ghg ’ 
nows instantly, without looking to see J. better than long 


ho is the author, that he has come up- Only once more to feel the coming spring 
none who knows the English language As the birds feel it when it bids them sing 


Only once more to see the moon 


waiting in the tomb ; 


nd its powers. Some of the happy , 
- Through leaf-fringed 


2 : : , abbey arches of the elms, 
hrases in these poems have already 
; Curve her mild sickle in the west, 
ecome classical : Sweet with the breath of haycocks, were a boon 
: Worth any promise of scothsayer realms, 
*€ Discriminate, 


The Muse is unf 


Or casual hope of being elsewhere blest. 


Put all y be ou ’ ld } ~ hut ] 
; d ould we be conscious but as dreamers be, 
Your morals in ving oon ; eee ; 
I were sweet to leave this shifting life of tents 
Su i 


ink in the changeless calm of Deity ; 


My he Nay, to be mingled with the elements, 
Nest that had song-bin a. ; rhe fellow servant of creative powers, 
And when the last shall go, Partaker in the solemn year’s events, 

Che -_ 1 lays, to hill it, To share the work of busy-fingered hours, 
Instead whey vabad innet i »night’s silent almoner of dew, 

Shall whirl dead leaves ‘o rise again in plants and breathe and grow, 


lo stream as tides the ocean caverns through, 


Iiad they been swallows 
} 
} 


Without the passion stronge Or with the rapture of great winds to blow 


Phat skyward longs and About earth’s shaken coignes, were not a fate 
Woe ’s me, I shall be lone! lo leave us all-disconsolate ; 

When I can feel no longer Even endless slumber in the sweetening sod 
rhe impatience of their charitable earth, 

That takes out all our mortal stains, 

lhe high-bred instincts of a better da And makes us cleanlier neighbors of the clod, 
Ruled in his blood, when to be citizen Methinks were better worth 

Rang Roman yet ; and a Free People’s sway Than the poor fruit of most men’s wakeful pains. 
Was not the exchequer of impoverished men, -_ 

Nor statesmanship with loaded votes to play, I sat and watched the walls of night 

Nor public office a tramp’s boozing-ke With cracks of sudden lightning glow, 
. , ; And listened while with clumsy might 
lo the present reviewer there is a —" 


singular likeness in mental quality 


Che thunder wallowed to and fro. 
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Still as gloom followed after glare, 
While bated 


liny Salmoneu 


breath the pine trees drew, 
of the air, 
His mimic bolts the firefly threw. 


‘ Those flashes grand 


He thou 
That light for leagues the sh 


ght, no dou 
lering sky 


Are made, a fool could understan 


By some superior kind of fly. 


** He’s of our race’s elder branch, 
His family arms the same as ours ; 
Both born the twy-forked flame t 


Of kindred, if unequal powers. 


And is man wiser ? 
His ex 
Of all b 


Man who t: 


nsciousness the law to | 


} 


his ken, and makes 
*r kind of Me 


yond 


(;od ht 


Dr. Holmes’s late book, Pefore the Cur- 
few, and Other Poems* contains thirty- 
odd poems, the gleanings of his later 
years, —the numbers from 1882 to 1888 
of that unprecedented series of class 
poems that the class of ‘29 has been 
favored with; the Harvard poem 
at the 250th anniversary ; 


lyrics addressed to friends, written for 


read 
sonnets and 


after-dinner occasions, for prefaces, for 
sorts of similar pur- 


dedications, and all 
A few only are apropos of noth- 


poses. 
Some of the poems 


ing in particular. 
in the book date far back, though hith- 
erto unpublished ; but most of them are 
the product of the poet’s old age. They 
show age, too, but in no sense decrepi- 
Holmes is thoroughly 


Of his wondertul fac lity 


tude or decline. 
Holmes still. 

and felicity, his real poetic dignity in the 
graver mood, his pathos and his unique- 
a reviewer 
A few 


more 


ness, it would be tedious to 
to talk at this stage of his fame. 
extracts from the volume 


So many of 


make a 
fitting review. the 
have already been widely read in period- 
print, that even be likely 
the re 


poems 


ical this will 


to come to ader as repetition. 
The title poem, for 
poem read in 1882, 


the 


instance, the class- 


was, We believe, in 


print at time. But its serenely 
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pathetic parable will well bear quoting 
and requoting. 


Not bedtime yet! The night winds blow, 


The stars are out, — full well we know 
Che nurse is on the stair, 
With hand of ice and 


And frozen lips that 


cheek of snow, 
whisper low, 
‘Come, children, it is time to go 


My peaceful couch 


to share.” 


a wakeful heart can tire ; 


No years 
Not bedtime yet! Come, stir the fire, 
(And warm your de 
Kind Mothe1 
Has | 
Before 


Still 


Earth we love 
easant stories yet to tell 
we hear the curfew bell ; 


glow the burning brands. 
Not We long to know 


What wonders time has yet to show, 


bedtime yet! 


What unborn years shall bring ; 
What ship the Arctic Pol 
What lessons science waits to tea h, 
What 

What 1 


shall reach, 


} 


sermons there are left to preach, 


ems ye {oO sing 


when, our cheerful evening 


mes at 


It is inevitable that in all these class 
poems, and in almost all the poems of old 
friendship here, as in the same in Mr. 
Lowell's book, the note of pathos should 
the memory of death and 


The brilliant 


predominate, 
the expectation of death. 
group to which the poets belonged is 
in Mr. 
Lowell's phrase, their milestones are 
turning fast into gravestones, “ And 
under every stone a friend.” The gen- 
erous personal friendships that united 
all these remarkable men make one of 
the most pleasing features in the lite 


reduced to a very few survivors : 


ary history of the century; and when 
they write to and of each other in affec 
tionate culog) or genial jest, — Lowell 
to Curtis and Holmes, Holmes to Low- 
ell and Whittier and James Freeman 
Clarke, both of Longfellow and Emer- 
son and Agassiz, it seems very interest- 
ing and charming to the reader. But 
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when all their young successors take it 
up, and address each other cordial son- 
ets on the publication of their books, 
it puts the practice in a different light, 
nd one feels that all such mutual cordi- 
ity should, at least, be kept unpublished 
intil the poets are old and pretty thor- 
uughly settled in their seats on Parnas- 
But one would not like to miss the 
happy phrase of Dr. Holmes’s poems to 


Sus. 


Longfellow’s memory, to James Free- 
man Clarke, to Mrs. Stowe, to Whittier, 
to Wendell Phillips and Charles Godfrey 
Leland, to Lowell. Readers will remem- 
ber the genial stanza: 

By what enchantments, what alluring arts, 


Our truthful James lec captive British hearts, — 
Whether 


if his learning found their Dons at fault, 


his shrewdness made their statesmen halt, 
r if his virtue was a strange surprise, 

if his wit tlung star-dust in their eyes,- 
Like honest Yankees we can simply gue 
But that he did it all must needs « 
t 


i ngl ind herself without a bl ish may 


Her only conqueror since the Norman came. 


“The Morning Visit,” ending with a 
pretty tribute to his own doctor, is one 
of the best things in the book, and one 
of the most thoroughly characteristic; 
its ingenuous description of the way a 
doctor feels when he himself “ becomes 
the visitee,”’ and has to take the doses 
he has been so glibly prescribing, is 
quite delightful. 


. , 
Your friend 1s Sick 


You write your recipe, ar 


Not yours to stand the shiver and the wn, 


And sometimes worse, with which your draught goes 
down : 

Calm as aclock your moving hand 

Rh . ja ah ima erana 

Or traces on some tender missive's 

Scrupulos duos pulveris tp 

patient to his « 


And leaves yout jua 


Cool as a sportsman banging 
But change the time, the 


‘the 


person, 

And be yourself interesting 

You'll gain some knowledge whic! 
learn ; 

In future | ractice it may serve your turn. 

Leeches, for instance, pleasing creatures quite, 


Iry them, —and bless you, —d you find they 


bite ? 
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It’s mighty easy ordering when you please 
Infusi 


It’s mighty different when you quackle down 


enneé capiat unctas tres ; 


Your own three ounces of the liquid brown. 


Of all the ills that suffering man endures, 
The largest fraction liberal Nature cures ; 
Of those remaining, ‘tis the smallest part 


Yields to the efforts of judicious Art ; 


, untutored by our grave M. D.,’s, 


But Nature’s graduate, whom she schools to please, 


Kindn 


Wins back more sufferers with her voice and smile 


Than all the trumpery in the druggist’s pile. 


One thing always noticeable in these 
elder poets is that they have the courage 
of They probably spend 
time and thought in fixing them up; 


their verses. 


but there is always an air of freedom and 
confidence in expression that one misses 
In work later day. 
Holmes depends on no French metres 
and 
conceits, to get a light and playful effect. 
Indeed they do not seem to study 
effects greatly, and not infrequently are 
frankly homely in phrase and method. 
Very different is Mr. Gilder. Mr. Gil- 
deris really a poet, and in the collections 
of his verses published this year there 
are a good many beautiful poems ; but 


even good ot a 


carefully wrought epigrams and 


one is conscious of careful chiseling in 
them. 
pretty volumes bound in gilded paper, 
— The New Day, The Celestial Passion, 


Che collection consists of three 


and Lyrics.® In the Lyrics those poems 
not previously included in the two other 
volumes, or written since their publica- 


tion, find place. It is hard to speak with 
quite the discrimination one would like 
of the poetry in these little books: it is 
so good that whenever the reviewer tries 
to speak of it as of slight account, the 
poems themselves rise up and refute 
him ; yet when he would praise it freely, 
a sense of deficiency in it checks him. 
It is not that these finely conceived, 
exquisitely polished verses are cold in 


1The New Day By Richard Watson Gilder. 


Century Company, 


New 


al Passion. /éid. 














656 A 






their finished grace, for they are full of 
warmth and even passion, though pas- 
sion always restrained within the studi- 
ously wrought line. But the sponta- 
neity, the largeness, and strength, and 
courage of the greater poets, are not 
here; and as we noted before, the pub- 
lic feels this with great justice, and val- 
ues the poems according to what they 
are, and no more. Zhe New Day will 
always bea favorite book with lovers, 
but it is rather esoteric; the sonnets 
and lyrics seem many of them to be built 
not on the universal moods of love, which 
every mature reader could follow, but on 
individual experiences, known only to 
the two lovers. This autobiographical 
quality gives them a certain intensity, 
which young people in like emotional 
experiences value, but the less biased 
critic cares not only to get a vague emo- 
tional stimulus from a poem, but to fol- 
low clearly its meaning. To him, the 
best of 7he Vew Day must be, after all, 


in its good ¢echnigue. Here, tor instance, 


Not from the whole wide world I chose thee 
Sweetheart, light of the land and the se 
Che wide, wide wor yuld not it se thee 

For thou art the whole wide earth to me,— 


there is really no more than a pretty 
conceit, not especially striking or origi- 


nal; but the singing consonants give it 


a fascination beyond its desert. 

lhe Celestial Passion, whichis chiefly 
religious verse, has the same qualities 
of delicacy, grace, and quiet earnestness 


as all Mr. 


scarcely need 


Gilder’s poetry and, 


add, of cultivated intelli- 


we 


gence. The poems in Lyrics are, how- 
ever, more interesting, various, . and 
original, tothe present reviewer's taste. 


A few of the lighter ones setm to us 
quite as good as it is possible for 
of that class to be; and in fact 


such as “A Midsummer Song’ 


verses 


Se\V eral, 
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And whistling down the hollow goes the boy that 
minds the mill, 
While mother from the kitchen-door is calling with 
a will, 
** Polly ![— Polly ! ~The cows are in the corn 


Oh, where’s Polly ? 
have been going round as “ old favorites 
for some time. “The Building of th 
Chimney” is an especially pleasing tri 
fle : 
My « 


On a hill by the sea, 


himney is builde 


At the edge of a wo 

hat the sunset has gilded 
Since time was begur 
And the earth first was done ; 
For mine and for ’ 

And for you, John Burroughs, 
My friend old and good 

At the edge of a wor 


On a hill by 


the sea 
My chimney is builded 
My chimney — come view it, 

And I'll tell you, John Burroughs, 
What is built into it 


Then the stone hammer’s clink, 
And the drill’s shar] 


And bird songs that s 


tinkle, 
rinkle 
rheir notes through the wood, 
(With pine-o 
On their swift wav t 
At the spring cold and goo 
That | 

Where the re 
In the days that are gon 


Yes, 
] } 


Many songs, ong ors porte 


bles ‘neath the stone 


twixt granite and morta 
ry 
Are imprisoned in the wall ; 

And when red leaves shall fall,— 


Coming home, all in herds, 


From the air to the earth, 

W en I h ve my heart’s esire, 
And we sit by the heart 

In the glow of the fire, 

\ ind I, J rf I 

We shall hear as tl call 

Fron é y granite w — 

\ Snail name 2 

But you cannot split granite, 


Howsoever you n 


Witho 


t bringing 
(There’s a drop of 1 
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On that block four-square). 
Certain oaths, I’m aware, 
Sudden, hot, and not goo 
May heaven cleanse the guilt 


In these stone walls are 


With the wind through the pine-wood blowing 
] ] + ; 
Ihe creak of tree on tree, 
( iughte nd the \ 
Of the homew riven < 

ie soun f wild birds singing 
Of steel on granite ringi 
Che memory of € 
\ les of the roaring s 

, , 

| my chimney was é 
] Plym ( nty s I 
An ol Nor Se ‘ 
Inthe warm 1 Ss 

[was g ¢ 
Of th ore Ss r t \ 
\ : 
N ¥ this was I 
Of the f th 

lis ner 
\s | \ 
Old man \ 
William Ry rw t 
S rd Wt Ww r I 
\r tne wner nd ymer 


Is Richard Watson G 


Chis is well worth quoting 


€ SKY 1S rk ind I velow 
_ wn € € 1an Ss ( Ww 
Lies kk ily w 
On the k pool of night 
© rushing steamer, h y way 
Across the swirling Wills gusty bay, 


lo where the eddying 

Strikes | 1 the city’s side 
For there, between the river and t Se 
Beneath that glow,—the lily's heart to me, 


\ sleeping mother 1 


\nd_ this, 


Cleveland’s accession: 


written 


~ 
. 
J 
_ 
~ 








Year 


. 


‘ 


of. Verse. 65 






Not his the fame of that great soul and tried, 
Who conquered civil peace by arms and love ; 
Nor his the emprise of one who lately died 
Han Spe with foes, who weep his tomb 

} ve 

But this ill passionless, unsplendid, — 
lo te , in li lace, aj} *r cree 
lo | Ww lone or well befriended, — 

\gains tisan’s ignoble greed 
Or w e f r trium History lays 
\ w e n \ m waits,— 


I-dith Thomas’s poems have been crit 


icised in these pages as not adequate in 
substance to their beauty of manner 
Ly ics and Son- 


is not open to suchacriticism. In 


Her latest collection, 

r ‘ 
thoughtfulness and serious feeling it 
previous works ; 


ereatly ex ‘eds her 
while on the other hand the reader 


crieves to find a loss in the freshness 


and felicity of expression. It is perhaps 


more well studied, sincere, and delicately 
but in ceasing to echo Milton and 
the Elizabethan poets Miss 
has lost some charm, which, while not 


exact ; 
Thomas 


really her own, was so naively and hon- 
aught from others that it 


oO came 
and healthy novelty 


in with a clear 


the 
were giving us. 


+ 


studied imitations others 
She is a fertile writer, 
and this book contains some eighty 
poems, of which a few have been in the 

but most of them are new. 
he change in Miss Thomas's quality 
we think the reader will sce at once from 


magazines, 


a few quotations : 


I I es l he wo 1 shall € if ) 
\ rue 1 Saye seer of evil, tr 
l gh y th earken thy voice be few. 
I € ye ay € in was beg 
I s \ | shall tomorrow ru 
Ww es € whene ’er the wondrous clue 
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Because thou warnest of a forepast thing. 

Hope is behind them, and Hope's vexer, Fear ; 
The world is ended, and with idle wing 

Is driven on, a wrecked, unlighted sphere. 


The Lead 


Hail to the leaders of men, the sovereigns by grace 





Who flinch not and fear not t ture where ne 


before them have 








(s lightning unsheathed from th sto cha 
the pestilent ur, 
As fire ing swilt thr gn ‘ : r 
spirit shall Hleaven re 
Few are the leaders o ye 1 he og 
they draw ; 
bi he courage in é fear 
Shall thaw 
be ll, 1 t ld, Mil r Ss \ S 
Sull, at e parle of npet, hear s sl 
shall leay 
Wherefo we fol 4 r : \ 
not er 
Ilow they w 1 we f{ exult S 
their tur 
But surely, unseen is the ef . | stream- 
ing ite in the , 
Ah, surely, unseen is € : ¢ 
rea I id 
They follow t f rs f 
ive 
That live 1d waget strife, th ve remal 
mut ac : 
1OOS¢ I I i 
tor st r 
Hail t the | lers { “ I 4 he 
r er obey 
Ye w ¢ the liege \ t ° h I 
sig] ’ KCEE no — 
] “ ithless Idea, é n 
, 

Wha I say Ife ha ke , and 
Ilimself ! ne I g S ] years 
in tu t ss of Isaia 15 

When on my s in nakedness 

Hlis swift, avertless id press, 

Lhe | stoo » rT ¢ 

Nor murmure Vv, In ashes “ : 
And since my woe rless 

lo supreme quiet I am vowed ; 

\far from me be moan and tears, — 

I go sofily y years 

Whenso my light-sar e¢ 

b ng € she | Ple es ul . 
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Dee. 


I mingle with their throng at will ; 
They know me not an alien still, 


Since neither words nor ways unsweet 





Of storéd bitterness I spill ; 





ladness fears, 





Youth shuns me 1 


For I go softly all my years. 


Whenso I come where Griefs convene, 





And in my ear their voice is keen ; 
. ; . a2 9 
Chey know me n s on I glide, 
l vith Arch Sorrow I abide 
Vhey haggar a I ed of m . 
Ar round t rows ! e cypress tied 
S shows I to lig G {'s peers 
Is vo sof ~ 
Yea, soft lear ts unknown. 
S e | spe r moan 
M pier gr é reathed cries 
Tos S )W - WISE 
, 
l ‘ 1 tone, 
l 5 I S, 
\ vs OV ) spheres 
Ig f ‘ . 
| N 
s Li¢ s i > 
‘ | 
‘ s of s 
S 
| fr 
Through t l Ww 
| re, orl t r 
( ’ 
\I \ S row! 5 
“ wr we round -— 
1) VY cht 
f f 
Mor whos t 
I st bear a f t. 
I er ¢o 
Night such gt s ‘ e, 
Tho halt tre t \ st yble 
~ ing ) tr e 
While bright El s from heaven 
if v ne s red even 
While the grass-bi peace 
toy hie fie ~ t I t S¢ 
I n | KK int 
Ii sigher ke 
I rich breath of s ed maize, 
\s the n st W ays 
Witt S misty § S nes ; 
Chou shalt peer thi ) tangled glooms, 
W e the ite I sé 
hr vra 1 way tl WSs, 
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Where smart bramble-berries drink Flitting, wakeful and forlorn, 
Spicy dew, and shall be sweet, Round the meadows lately shorn. 


Ripened by tomorrow’s heat; 
] a deeds a Wilt thou come, and healed be 


we? 
Still, wherever thou dost pass, 


Chimes the cricket in the grass, Of the wounds Day gave to thee 
An he plover’s note is hear —_ . un well, al olyte 


ITTY 1b) . whl; , . - ‘ = | ’ ' riz7l ] ] . 
Dt Weh-Known pubilt ition,—scarce- sSay;certainiy nota iV, by the late 





: : ; , a : 
so much a book as acombination of Felix O. C. Darley his artist on- 
yk and portfolio of engravings,—called tributions to “ Picturesque California 

| 
)* 4 . . on 7s lL! ] - —®- ] + . Rs 
Picturesque Am Trica is doubtiess the are announced asa ne 7p itest WOrk 
urce f nenirat mn tro var} } rmMe } hi ] 1, } 7 ] ly line 
uree OF INsplrath 1 [I Whoicn m yetore his deati 1d Ca iied Value 
; PD ' : : +] sete af heal 
Su 4 STLO ot / Calis - sinc t! ( nq PCCLCE 
z It is an undertaking on a truly from th 1K in \ vienette of a 
4 en SCale, Appeal 4 1 S Ces- coacn fal oa7 V1 mount- 
ons cat af ~— sie ; } ] oo 
ve sections, of which the st 1s yW l ad | red } e of the 
, ] , , rf ] + } 
S ‘ l l part Written 1) LV -i¢ s,and or icated, 
‘hn Murr, t man ota thers whohas re nd bla tle-pages ’ re 
st lived with and expressed naturein prefixed to thx atic 
I | pag 
] . t l ~ ) | »' OcLil- il 1@Ca i ] M4 ? ~ ee. | S ILS 
] { L-» ‘ + ] ] lott ] ‘ 
>a ; I IS WCK va C seiec- ICLLCTING t sma l ICLLY, 
. ry . : é : ee 
is, S has | [ess ri n who will sort of prelude to the p ( 
} | + LT + +] . ] ~ ‘ eC at . ‘ . ‘ } 
. \ ii t ( I K | C 1rst OF The | CS Li C CLCil- 
. 
Sel O ntaining over six hun- ing, The Half-Dome \ rom Moran 
+8 } . ; P . \ 7 
hings, v l engra xs, photo- Point, by Thomas Mora In the most 
t r 7 neclit , } ] ’ , } 
wes, C1 d y artis ( standing, expen tion this and ma r the 
,* , , x 
Cll ( Ut » Pl ( ai LOO otner 1 iwtrat IS ale | (ia prool It 
CK ivy, < il Sied Ppa- Intro ( san LICL n tne rean and 
} } £4} Tt } ] 
in large, clear text Glaciers of the High Sierra, and six more 
aa ‘ ‘ i toe 9 a ee 14 ] ‘ 
it sectu ind, but large plates are interspersec through the 
+ + } . ena ° } } 4 : 

t Within gray ciotn Vers, Ulead UrCiciec, nheravings, ana photogravures, 
th ribb ind stamp¢ nette and one photo-etchu om paintings by 
L il A L<« | rt i i i | i | L Le bin. i ii petit i ~ 

an, in Lan n mot Keithand Rix and drawings by Cary and 
Ol¢ ( ry \Ii wy? ry} + ] n 1 > - anh ST ] ; 7 . ‘ : 
i armel wWilSSION, LCG red, Cl “ I LadoZen SMauer pnhotograv- 
1rown In a diamond figure across an ures an tchings, in India proofs, and 
ored background of landscape,— engravings, several of them also from 
untains, and pine and paim. Vhe paintings | \ Keith,ares att redthrouch 
ernthin area elichtie hasena { hear +¢1 ] : +] +] | 
ges within are sugntiy bound together the chapter. [wo or three of the photo- 
.Y + | lL] ) 4 . + 7 : | } y 
a cover OF neavy pebbied paper, ON gravures are by the ordinary gelatine 
= eS } — ae ine ; 

nich 1s mounted avery fine design ol process, much in use in recent American 

bear,—a cinnamon bear, we should books and magazines: but most of them 
by some different process, more in the 

1 “8 , , 
nature of heliotype work apparently. It 
, Ives the slight | 7 le 1 that 
j , InvoIVves ne Sight iOs In detail tha 
accompanles a te c, but we may 
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say none in distinctness, the effect being 
of a somewhat “impressionist” breadth, 
a monochrome 


such as one expects in 


painting. Indeed, the likeness in effect 
of this work to monochrome painting 


is remarkable; the reproduction is far 


closer than engraving could make it. The 
atmospheric effects, the appearance of 
work by masses of color laid on with a 
brush, instead of by line, could not be 
achieved by a cutting tool in hard mate- 
rial. Nothing can ever supersede engrav- 
and strong rendering of sub- 


fol 
paintings would not 


ing for clear 
jects where detail is wanted, real- 


istic work; and all 
be adapted to this photogravure : but for 
broadly and simply 
of “motif” 


< 
remarK- 


reproducing painting 
done, with a cood deal and 
atmosphere, the result is really 
In the India proofs, and still more 


that accompany the 


able 
in some satin prints 
most expensive editions, it has also a 
peculiar silky delicacy of surtace that is 
very pretty, and oddly enough, seems to 
interfere very little with the strong paint- 
like look of the lights and shades. They 
are printed not only in black, but in va- 
rious shades of brown, and some in other 
reds and but all 


h shades, so that the fancy Is 


colors, ereens, well- 
chosen, ri 
quite pretty and decorative 

Che engravings throughout the book 
are not of the best artistic quality: they 
od as the average work in the 
but not as 


iess interest- 


are as 2 
best illustrated 
xood ius 


the choice 


magazines, 
WOIl k ° 


ing artistically than the photogravures, 


I 
but often of more value for purely illus- 
trative purpose, as 


n showing th 


mo- 


“are” . 
raines and courses ot glaciers, the con- 


remarkable ravines, the types 


ess of Indians. 


of face and figure and d1 
\ number are from drawings or paint- 
ines so fine that t ehtly mechanical 
quality of the engraver’s work would 
scarcely be noticed 

[he next article on the “ Passes of the 


High Sierras,” a&o by John Muir, has 


five of these large plates, from paintings 
by Thomas Hill, Spiel, Rix, and Frede- 
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These articles of Mr. Muir's are chiefly 
descriptive, though his knowledge of th 
ground as a naturalist crops out incident 
ally all through. It is a great recon 
mendation to the work that its 

should be of the very best quality, instea 
of merely a filling in for the picture 


text 


The book is to be read, as well as looke 
A paper on Monterey, with half 
es from paintings an 
and Harry Fenn, an 


dozen large pl 


] 


it 
drawings by Rix 
small 


completes the 
; Fitch 
and is a straightforward descriptive arti 
high literary qualities, and 
from affectation 


fourteen er ones, 


number, It is written by J. R. 
cle, without 
pleasantly free 
thereof 

The 


not only describe the rest of 


any 


sections that are to follow wil 
California, 
but extend over the whole Pacific region, 
laska to Mexico. It 


undertaking, and if the work is 


17 


— trom is real 


a Vast 
not allowed to degenerate, but kept uj 
to the thorough and worthy manner ot 


the opening installment, it will be such ; 


il 
treasury of the picturesque elements o 
the 


appre ached before. 


has been 


Pacific Slope as 
From the “boom 


never 


er's’’ point of view, it is a most invalua 
ble piece of advertising. As its avowed 
purpose is to select for description the 
beautiful, it is perfectly honest in con 
taining only attractive aspects of the 
and its permanent artistic and 
| keep it asort of stand 
ing evangel for years and even for gen- 
But 
so expensive a work is hardly adapted to 


region ; 
] 


literary value wi 
erations of the country it treats of. 
dissemination as a r¢ 


Its inci 


will be doubtless given t 


‘al estate pamphlet 
that 
eir due weight 


lental advantages in wa) 


1 
} 


in a community very much awake to the 
but we are not 
that. It is fon 


literary t 


‘ : Lr 
real estate side of t] Ings; 
considel 


] 


and 


concerned to 
merit, 
[rom us, 


genuine artistic 


deserving of warm notice even 
were it Eastern work andonly one among 
the many beautiful books of the Eastern 
holiday market ; of exceptional notice. 
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I S partme last 1 th we ¢ merate THE defeat of high license ballot reform at 
y the especially interesting intsintheelection§ the ls in New York State, and of non-partisan 
ist, in which national, Stat ty questions ity g nment in New \ « City, are startling 

iil varieties, and in man s { er-rel { “ se 1use we 5s not rs ntil a 

ulever, were settic wee g setting f re rns s ssl M 
1€ \ in Our re r r ly these 1 S ¢ she \ t I 

r ne tin ware of ea we given the is yught forwar iWemo 

s these questions | 1uses e | e State ministration y thus be 


ificance thereof will take week I It is sal force then here is in New York, in spite of 
esent, for instance, th “ ynsiderabie the gr t tions : eat a city, a living 
rity of the electoral vote is Harrison's, a m spirit of ntest against these which is be envied 


f the popular vote is Cle ind s Whether iere All ers in Son Franci know the 


ne weeks I ny eve he ( e ol lew wit e R } ! et, were efeated, 
isand votes, one way the r, in such an falling some Six seven hundre votes behind 
yrmous poll, is not more th nerest accident the ticket, as ged by the vote for presidential 
ght determine. lhe int wi show what we electors. This result was contrary to external indi 
ive known for years, — that ( ry is really cations, a ntrary to the edictions of careful 
eq ly between the tw reat urties, \ men, familiar with city ylitics, but in accordance 

i ft P j he sé f ecisive with s t y sitive ict s fi hat class 

irl rity eS I V ¢ S [he occur- t s ally know as the school ring.” 

e ol pe I \ € n ele i he tion of this ring was spe e, and un- 
majority on the other would, however, be an scrupulous to an extent that was probably a surprise 
eresting experience, l \\ have a good eal even t es ewhat aware of its methods and 
f weight in deciding the future action of parties. make-up. It is a group known to be interlinked 
residents have been elected before by a minority with the municipal machines in a way that gives it 


e, but never in plain choi tween two can- great strength it how far its action affected the 

tes as at present It would not really demon-_ election it would be impossible to say from any data 
rate that the people et rse Mr, Cleveland’s nowavailable. The precinct returns indicate a heavy 
avor of the women candidates, 
is, as far as so sn neces can; erhaps 1000 in the city, with a heavier Republican 
ea lain verdict that ‘ t le had vote against them, about 1600 or 1700 ; this Repub- 


s yet condemned it. It w emphasize to lican scratching occurring chiefly in a well-to-do Jew 





lest understanding the fact f some time ish district, next in ‘* Tar Flat,” where the German 
ent to the observing, that the nce of power vote Is strong, and for the rest, in wealthy quar- 
v e States Is sur rly I gpiya n- ers, wher hildren ety tten rivate schools 
} ] ' | ' ' . che lal t +} 
geous to the Republican party. it is to say, Among the laboring classes, outside of the German, 


e Re ican ters of the nt ire, as it theyranstrongly. It was to be expected that theGer- 


es, so distributed that thei es tellas much man vote w e disaffected toward the candidacy 
ssible, while the Dem ti el e either of.women, since many Germans regard with disfavor 
sse rr isolate isadvantage ly. The gains the holding of princi Iships, or any advanced teach- 


arty has made from the other have been nearly ers’ positions, by women. At present the only con- 


the Re ylican gains ve,— partly tribution this very interesting effort has made to 


1 chance, partly through 1 1 more skillful municipal history is the double fact that it was greet 


£ £ 
paigning, fallen very accurately nthecrit- ed publicly with almost unbroken cordiality, with 
1 points. Whenever the full re f the election rtes) proval and honor: tonduct from 
hand, many interesting indications as to the _ press, and platform, and pulpit, without reference to 
nges ot par € 1 t y cal arty with t Sl le ex e} tion ; and | rivately 





It is sal for instance, that Clevelan by a knot of politicians, with a hostility violent and 
ned in the manufacturing towns of New Englan vicious, with forgeries and misrepresentations reck- 


the custom even of ward politics, which 





o- artly deceive nd partly drove a large part, — by 


losses in the South are already unmistakable. no means all, f the teachers in the department 
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into the same hostility. louble Vital, indee« vital to 
fact is no mean contril Romance knowledge 
citize if it reveals to he ext t French can without a previo 
political control of a city knowledge 
to a machine, to be used | few } icians f season in Paris, and you know that the Frenchmar 


this classic. You have just passed 


ymmon salutation involves, 


advancement or thwarting i 

the extent t ourselves, | 

politi ul activity year a 

them ofa few ersons, 

The election of six women t the bo i wou ya DOF diffi culty enco 
sre blow to thi ination t1 .% yur ili is overcome by 

l 1 leriva ) < the wor 


yssibie 


ything 


1 in many s 
nd to say nothing 


found in leg 

man shoul 
his own with the legions of lawyers, 
need a rpus, ) we h 
which are made 


—— 
nprei 


, 
1ension 


word 
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it may be that the peculiar changes arose from 
e general insolence of the upper classes to all 
If so, it is a significant com- 
Nota 


Once 


eath them in rank, 
nt upon the false pride of human nature. 
le curious is the history of the word slave. 


iS bek mging 





a marked nobility of meaning 
e Slavic race; but when that race was overcome, 


lo and behold the s/ave/ Perhaps the word repub- 


n may undergo as marvelous a change in the 

re ages, if any republic like ourZown should fall 
y re] « 

towards a weaker 


ruin through injustice race ;— 





g the cardinal principles of our 


eby underminin I 
ma upon 


vernment, and placing a stig the very 
rd republican, branding it with a red hot iron, as 


va has just such a mean- 





were; for the Latin 
To show you the derivative power, how much 
irer is the meaning of the word eccentric, when 
word a 
If we 


lied to an individual, if we see in the 


Latin sense of deviating from the center. 


ilt such an individual by allusions to his eccen. 
ity, this insulting is, in the Latin, a leaping upon 
ilge in sarcasm, it is a flaying of the 


~ 


boy, 


im. If we ind 
in. My 
nges of meaning. 

[t may help you toa fuller recognition of the word 

ound of 


licity is a double 


dear there are sermons In these 


iplicity to know that it is a con ine with- 


and fplicare to fold lence du; 


[I trust that you will never, in the ordinary sense, 


nele, but he will allow a 


impertinent to your 


if they are simply 








e. not pertinent. 
your behavior is 
letters, 1. e., acting 
ie that you know 
ever I tice that per 
re often taxed with being conceited when they 
y roper conceit or knowledge of their 
$ These e hice s es of meaning, and 
rceptible to the Latin scholar. Of course 
ere may be an overweening conceit 
Phat Old English word fond hasa history. It did 
lways imply endearment. King Lear says 
‘*Pray do not mock me: 
I am avery foolish, fond old 
Four score and upward ; and to deal plainly 











I fear I am not in my perfect mu 


Poor King! he was made fond (i. e., silly) by his 


ry fondness for his children. 


of words and phrases leads us eas- 


\ consideration 


to that of proverbs. The Romans were very mux h 


ted to their use. It is to be hoped that their 


roverbs were not as tyrannical as ours frequently 


re. Charles Lamb waged war with many of them. 


Ile refused to ‘‘rise with the lark,” and declined to 
ve his bed “until the world was properly aired,” — 


hav e he I 


icious plan in London. You may 


Ete. 
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how the ‘‘ early bird” proverb came to an untimely 
end through the evident injudicious action of the 


I and other ‘* 49ers’ 


worm. When your father and 
left New York, a venerable proverb was hurled at 
] “ 


each devoted head, — 
Fortunately for you and 


A rolling stone gathers no 
moss.” Kitty and Sally, 


we persisted in rolling, and we did gather moss, 


And 


} 


I do 


comes 


now I have a word to say about slang. 


really believe that one-half of the slang used 
from the paucity of words at the command of the 


speaker. A knowledge of the classics enlarges the 
vocabulary, and therefore shuts out a good deal of 
the slang which must otherwise appear. 

Englishmen and Americans are continually bandy- 


words on this head. Ihe Briton says that in 


ing 

one section of our country we ‘ calculate,” and in 
another we ‘‘reckon,” while we should always 
“fancy.” He is not so fond (I mean so silly) as to 


speak of our “‘ guessing,” since he discovered that 


we got the trick from him. You landed in Boston, 
Tell me, do the Bostonians revel asmuch 
We of San 


the Hub. 


not beignorance there which makes them, like the 


I believe. 


as reported in Anglican slang ? Fran- 


cisco look for better things from It can- 


ye 


** awful 


uncultured, use the wor in the most trifling 


senses. 
It is to be hoped, my dear boy, that you do not 


by calling the weather 


< 


1 the face of Providence 
- have been 


pool beasts, indee l, 


** beastly. The > 








sadly al by man’s superior intelligence. ‘* Wal- 
lowing in the troughs of Zolaism,” writes some one 
It ’sa slander on the pig! Of course it is wrong 
fo s to ersist in calling a railroad station a 
** depot, for that is a magazine or warehouse. 
An | g ish frien of mune, note entom logist, 
properly objects to our general confounding of bee 
tles with bugs Ile says, too, that if his office were 
even in the fifth story of a building, he would be lia 

e to the incursions of Americans, who had just 
** droppe | to see him; and he wishes to know 
how t drop ind if he asks them they may 
get ‘‘mad,’” — American mad! The more of a lin 


are, my boy, the less slang you will use, 
less through affectation. 


I was once a teacher 


f elocution, — that much-belabore t My chief 
lifficulty was to teach the ils the force of the 
derivation of the word el ion he history and 





There is one customary use of Latin whi 
that is its introduction into the phy 
sician’s prescription. Here, least, a man should 
be allowed to *‘ read and run ’’—- from the medicine, 


if he chooses. 
What 


ture Is O 


treasury of British and American litera 
ened only by 


ier- 


that 


a Latin key I do not un 


rate the value of the Anglo-Saxon, I know 
Shakespeare is largely Anglo-Saxon, and that his 
yntemporary, Ben Jonson, wrote of him that he had 


‘sn Latin and less Greek rhe phrase must 
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aken too literally. Perhaps ‘“‘rare Ben” title runs thus: ‘‘ Fruits of Mormonism, or a fair an 
to insinuate his own classical superiority. candid statement of facts illustrative of Mormon 


When I read from ** As You Like It’ how the deer principles, Mormon policy, and Mormon charact 


tugmented the stream with his tears, and note that by more than forty eye-witnesses, compiled by N, 
‘rtes warns Ophelia not to liste » Hamlet with Slater, A. M., Coloma, California: Harmon & 


and hear Hora ll of the “extrav- Springer. 1851.” 


Ar i 


, 
remember Macbeth’s It is a small book 7x4} inches, with 94 pages, 
seas ducarnadine nse od it was quite an event in the line of book-making 


eal of Latin without further sea . the early year above mentioned, and dates from 


t 


To £ Ito 
f } t} 


ir very forms of worshi nd are charged vuthor was 


the most seriou L the subje town better known at that time than itis now. =| 
ie Reverend ‘Ison Slater, who spe 
with Latin expression. the winter 1550-5 ith a large number of oth« 


emigrants ¢ he wa} ilifornia, at Salt I 


the book 1 ¢ tell why. l 
book con es with a tition Congress, signe 
116 emigrants, asking protection in Salt Lake for 
nited State ns, al ecurity for their righ 
it it should establish 
government there and sustain it by 


Phis littl on a large sub- 


not be ove > in ng thos? th 


in the early years 


vember I 
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Holiday Publications With the swift swee f the swallow 


. — Spring-time seemed t itch the earth, 
three hoiuday 4 > 
night ow 


With 1 birth, 


’s mirth, 


most ambiti 


lux 
whose decor- 
covers, “ase g th a striking de- ; 
g esigns are very 
n of marguerites in er, 1 nclosed heavy ‘ 
: S y > effectiveness 
aboara pages, iv l ‘ I wers and iand 


th 


of light and 1 e sunt lreamy air, the sen- 

pes in , ' } ] 
timent, in short, chietly aime 

sees In any work save that of 


hey do not 


seem 
ennyson, pe um ; lpe studies of tree or flower ; 
engraved in sim] t each are not brought ou 
reins of the The verses seem selected to t the ure the 
pictures drawn to the verses, and * interpretation 


} ] " 7 is not always close. 
goiden leaves forsake their stems and fly, ye : 
Far floating in the charmed retful dream Marching through Georgia,* bound in pale fawn 


b ‘ 'b , —" , ' ’ 
and gold, neavy Hoard covers, and bearing on 1lS COV- 


Which wraps the woodland 1 a blissful swoon 


. “Spine a er the seal of the Grand Army, contains an illustra- 
Pills all vales with strange i 


tion for every stanza, drawn ‘‘from nature” by 


phrase which we understand 


translates an Indian summer study; and Charles Copeland,—a 
2 Marchit igh Georg \ en and composed 
y Henry | ustrat u opeland. 

Bostor 





> 7 , 
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of land- 


ie pur} ose 


ues 


gures in Georgia, made for tl 


tes. They are spir- 


they are drawn from stu 


the present book and its m: 
sketches, beautifully printed ; a little hard in 


They lig 


pleasantly the 
book ; 


from the relig- 


ving, we’ think. 


ar and makeap1 attrac- 


is 


r domestic themes to which publishers have 


themselves in selecting verse for holiday 


nvenient and 
Around the 
ith two more 


ling on rings. ich card is decorated 


cherub figures, in some quaint design 
the month. The devices are ingenious 


y, but unfortunately most of the faces and 


es are not well drawn. 
the holiday 


of L. Prang & 


er this head also may ne 


t ] and ‘art novelties 


woklets, 
In 


firm has for years been 


‘ourse of the mission of ** popular 
rsuing, it has put for- 


for- 


popular than 


a good many things, and continues to put 


good many things t at are more 


t; and these have with fastidious people somewhat 


real work this firm has done in raising 


a work that could never have 


these. lwo years ago it of 
**The Christmas Card,” 


In the 


yn 


1 the successf me. 
writer remarks that since the 


ird, 


marvelous 


the 


Christmas (¢ wonderful 


sey 


hose 


las, those erforated- 


and book-marks which formerly 


es 
our homes at Chrismas time,” have gone out 
nfluences at 


been various i 


There have 


ilar ide what is pretty, but 


pol 
I 


‘rang chromos has not been merely 


ie bettering of the times ; there has 


‘YT } 
ana | 


ersistent effort on the part of 


» raise it. To invite designs,— urgently 


ek them with heavy inducements and prize compe- 


,—from the leading American artists, was no 


’ 


thing for publishers of popular trifles to do. 


far they have always pressed 


as we can judge, 
lards as 


toward the highest art stan 


hei 


medieval 


work astar 


ir public would permit. efforts in the di 


tion of 


ture, from suggestions of the ol 


somewhat nd symbolic type 


1 masters, have 
t, apparently, been cordially followed by the pub- 
being the 


flowers, child-faces, and landscapes 


jects that are always in demand, and oc 
lo us, alto- 

ie public: tl 

te for a holiday 


ie Su 


of their prints. his is not 


t} 
ul 


Vy most 


ier discredital to 1e religious 


3 . 
symbolic subject is appropria 


ut the most expensive designs from the most 


noted artists that Prang has had_ have not been as 


as some niore modest work. There are 


suitable 
artists, we believe, who could make quite ideal 
— but 


, but 


designs of this class, — Burne-Jones, perhaps, 
they are scarcely to be had. Artists just as good 


in a somewhat different line, can bring the flowers, 
hild faces, the landscapes, on these American 
+} 


perfection we could not have in the sym- 


res, the angels, and Madonnas, and the 


babies predominate in the cards of this 


year, t articular success being in ‘* Prize Babies,” 
people find the less ambitious work 


though many 


There are fewer, too, of the 
caras 


their taste, 


realisti irbarities than usual,and where the 


more 


attached to objects it is in more 
In tl 


and most especially the 


are mounted o1 
legitimate and useful ways. lls category are the 


decorated vases, the art tiles, 


various delightful calendars. 


db 


Knickerbocker Nuggets. 


has before been made of the ‘* Knicker- 


N vets” 


log 


Noti 


bocke Series, issued by the Putnams, and 
to 


l be mentioned call 


the several vol 
new expression of praise of the beauty of these 


mes of it now 
for a 
dainty books. ‘The first to be spoken of are two 
volumes of Leigh Hunt's Stories from the /taltan 


Poets, one taken 
and the paraphrase of the Divina Commedia, the 
Pulci, with para- 


y a critical notice of Dante, 


other given to Tasso, Ariosto, and 
f some of the latter’s work, ‘* The Humors 
of the Giants,” ‘*The Battle of Roncesvalles.” 
Two more volumes contain the £ssays of Elia, and 
Chackeray’s delightful child’s story, 


phrase o 
and 


still another, 
The f 


selection ; it justifies itself. 


It is needless to praise this 


Leigh Hunt’s clearness 


wd the Ring. 


of perception and charm of style, Lamb's essays, 


with the old favorites, ‘‘ Roast Pig,” ‘‘Sarah Battle 
on Whist,” ** Dream Children,” ‘* Old China,” and 
a dozen more that have nourished youth and delight- 

1 old age, and Thackeray with the cynicism left out 


ed « 
or sweetened down to please the childish taste, — 


who could ask for anything more or different ? 


Books and Men.’ 


‘Children Past and Present,’’ ‘*On the Benefits 
Superstition,” ‘* What Children Read,” and ** The 
are the opening essays in 


lier, known 


ot 


Decay of Sentiment,” 
and Men, a volume by Agnes Rep} 
blic as a contributor to the Atlantic Month- 


There is something that attracts our hearty 

m the Italian Poets. By Leigh Hunt. 
Nuggets Series. G, P. Put- 
For sale in San Fran 


ckerbocker 
nam's Sons. New York 
Samuel Carson & Co, 


15650. 
cisco by 
Essays of Elia. By 
and the Ring. 
1 Men. By 
Houghton 


oO 
ug 


Samuel ¢ 


lbid. 

lbid, 
Agnes Repplier soston and 

Mifflin & Co, Forsale in San 

arson « Co, 


Vols. II. 


Thackeray. 


The Lamb. 


The Rose $y 


8 Books a 
New York 
» by 


Francis 
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sympathy and admiration in the author's fresh and 
wise views of the girl heroine of recent fiction, who 
The 


premature consciousness and authority of children 


is overpowered with her sense, of a mission. 


today is the characteristic chiefly dwelt upon and 


illustrated. As she laments the departure of child- 
likeness, the author exclaims : ‘* After reading a few 
modern stories, either English or American, one is 
troubled with serious doubts as to the moral useful- 
feel that as 


ness of adults; and we begin to we 


approach the age of Mentor, it behooves us to find 
some wise Telemachus, who will consent to be our 
protector and guide.” 

Sentiment has lost its hold upon us, an 
to enchanted spots are forever closed since we 


} 


decried superstitions. Miss Repplier would ‘‘ rather 


be a Pagan ” than to have all the dream of fancy dis- 
solved in the cup of science. 
Aspects of 


which 


** Curtosities of Criticism,” ‘‘ Some 


Pessimissm,” and ** ‘The Cavalier,” lose the 


volume, strike a different and a note. 


sim- 


ple in style, they show wide reading, and have an 
individuality that makes them fresh and attractive. 
They 


tend to 


are quaint and wise in and 


tneir iticisms, 


promote genuine cult 


Brander Matthews’s Pen and Ink. 
HIIMSELI 


Matthews knows full well the wea 


Mr. 


the craft. 


a literary critic of no mean ability, 
cness of 
He puts this knowledge to good use in setting forth 
in the preface of his mo scent book **that this is 


tive book 


he 


he most 


of the 


entert uning 


decade. His tion 
ley lor 
eveiops in 


Preface ’ ; and they 


r” no longe 


a] 


therefore turne pressed 


to form ar 


ng in prefaces 


over 


for time seek- 


made. Tlereir hrewdne 


t If f 


Stiffes itsell,! notiter riti ul t be pl 


Matt! 


ready 
udto 
knowledge Mr. workman, 
in harmony 


i the 


mon sense, m 


1 tite 
ippeute, 
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by those who do not speak French, and Poker, 
these are the themes on which his genins wreaks 
itself. And yet indications are not wanting that he 
might fly high if he would. Atany rate, let us be 
thankful for what he has done in giving his readers 
a delightful hour over his book, and a new stock of 
pleasant and witty thoughts to cling in their memo- 
ries. 

The book is a gi 


with the rather important exception that the type 


od one as to } 


print and binding, 


chosen carries the antique style so far as to differ 


quite perceptibly in the size of the various letters ; 


the ‘‘w’s” and ‘‘s’s” are much tco large for the 
**e’s,” and the effect is unpleasing to eyes observ- 


ant of such things. 


Briefer Notice. 


Methods of Church Work? is a handbook for pas- 
tors, giving in detail the schemes on which suceess 
ul effort has been made in a large number of churches 
| £ 
and in all reli 


departments of Christian endeavor, 


financial It 
+} 


gious, social, and ilso incorporates 


former work 


by the same author on ‘* How to Pay 


Church Debts.” The layman in reading it is im- 


b 


presse 


with the practical character of the work, an 


few will fail to agree with Mr. Stall in most of hi 


positions; as for instance, in deprecating oyster su 
pers, fairs, and the whole category of means whereby 
the cheerful 


. 1 
money is raised, not from giver, Du 


semi-extortion, T reverend writer takes 


ground 


hristian 

ll find it 
therefore 

work. 

fol 


nia 


resources 


efully con 


le sul prisi 


no 
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Two 1,000-Sheet Rolls, and Nickel Fixture, 


Delivered Free, anywhere in the United States, on receipt of price. 
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Address, 


ALBANY, NEW YORK. 





FRANCISCO, 


108 GRANT AVENUE, 


Colors, Etchings and French 
and German Photographs. 
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VICKERY 


For Coughs, Colds, Croup, Bronchitis, etc. 
Price, GO Cents FoR LOO Doses. SOLD BY ALL DRUGGIST¢§ 








i GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER'S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more econom}- 
cal, costing less than one cent @ 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
etrengthening, « asily digested, and 
admiral ly adapted for invalids cs 
well as for persons in hea.th. 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 














W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878, 
BAKER'S 


» all our chocolates, is pre- 








pared with the greatest care, and 
consists of a superior quality of 
cocoa and sugar, flavored with 
pure vanill: ean. Served as a 
Crink, « eaten dry as confec- 
Its superior excellence proven in millions of homes for tionery, delicious article, 
more than a quarter of a century. It is used by the United [ an ighly recommended by 
States Government lorsed by the heads of the Great f 

Universities as the Strongest, Purest, and most Healthful. 
Dr. Price’s Cream Baking Powder does not contain Ammonia, 
Lime, or Alum. Sold only in Cane 


PRICE BAKING POWDER CO W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 


NEW YORK c ”. 8ST LOUIS, 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 











LOUIS ROEDERER CHAMPAGNE. 
THE HIGHEST GRADE CHAMPAGNE IN THE WORLD. 
“CARTE BLANCHE,” “GRAND VIN SEC,” 


White Label Brown Labe!l) 
A Magnificent Rich Wine. Perfection of a Dry Wine. 


See that every Bottle bears the private label of 


MACONDRAY & CO. 


Sole Agents for the Pacific Coast.— 


1842. THE BEST COMPAN Y'! 1888. 


THE- 


MUTUAL « LIFE + INSURANCE » COMPANY 


OF NEW YORK. 
RICHARD A. McCURDY. ; President. 
CASH ASSETS, $118, 806,851. 
Paid to Members Since Organization, $258,000,000. 


ITS TERM DISTRIBUTION POLICY IS SIMPLE, 
LIBERAL, NON-FORFEITABLE. 


IT Is AS SECURE AND PROFITABLE AS A U.S. BOND. 
DO NOT TAKE ANY OTHER! 
All persons who desire to haye Safe Life Insurance are requested 
to apply to 


A. B. FORBES, General Agent for the Pacific Coast, 
No. 401 GALIFORNIA STREET, San Francisco, Ca 


Or at any of the author 1 Agencies of the Company, in the principal citie 1d towns on the Pacific Coast 








; PERM ANE 
ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAP AR BROMID! 
|_PICTUR 
PICTURES ENLARGED —__—__—_—— 
Sun Pearls, and all Styles of Photegraphs Taken Instantaneou 
Seven Medals awarded over all Competitors at the Mechanics’ Fat 








